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R O A D R U N N E R
m.
1 exerciTaiion unamcorper suscipit laooris n 
Item vel eum irure dolor in reprehenderit 
3U fugiat nulla pariatur. At vero eos et accu: 
I t  luptatum delenit aigue duos dolor et mo 
nt, simil tempor sunt in culpa qui officia d 
t harumd dereud facilis est er expedit dis 
I optio congue nihil impedit doming id quod 
mda est, omnis dolor repellend. Temporibut
ipsum dolor si amet, consectetur adipiscin 
lit ut labore et dolore magna aliquam erat 
j exercitation ullamcorper suscipit laboris n 
item vel eum irure dolor in reprehenderit 
eu fugiat nulla pariatur. At vero eos e,t accu 
pt luptatum delenit aigue duos dolpr et mo 
nt, simil tempor sunt in culpa qui officia d 
.;t harumd dereud facilis est er expedit dis 
1 oprio congue nihil impedit doming id quod 
est, omnis dolor repellend. Temporibui
Hey there pop pickers, what's happenin'? 
Uh, what? You want me to tell YOU what's 
happenin? Why me? What did I ever do to 
qualify for this? I'll tell you, nothin'. I didn't 
ask for it. (oh stop the wihining and get on 
with it — ED).
O.K., but I still say it was a frame-up, (will 
you get on with it? — ED).
Greg Shaw, who runs the world's no.l 
fanzine BOMP and its associated label BOMP 
Records, has ordered 500 copies of Frantic 
Romantic, the first release from Perth band 
The Scientists. This virtually guarantees 
The Scientists world domination' in̂  1980. 
not really, but it probably means oTGreg will 
give the band some sort of write up in BOMP 
and 500 discerning Americans will be able to 
acquire a genuine peice of Perthobilia. What 
with Skylab making W.A. its resting place 
and now this, the statb is really living up its 
moniker as the State of Exitement.
And more news from across the Nullabor. 
Commonwealth Police in Perth have seized 
all stocks of bootlegs they could find in the 
Perth area. Police spokesman refused to 
make any comment on the seizure but since it 
was the Commonwealth and not the State 
force that carried out the operation one 
wonders whether this the start of a national 
campaign to ci'ack down on the illicit discs. 
One person who found herself wishing she'd 
never got into the bootlegging game is 
Andrea Waters, who runs the California 
based bootleg label Beggars Banquet (not to 
be confused with the small British label of the 
same name). She was recently taken to court 
by CBS and Bruce Springsteen over bootlegs 
she produced including the Piece de  
Resistance triple set. CBS claimed $500,000 
damages and Brucie claimed $50,000 for 
each of the 35 compositions Ms Waters had 
infringed copyright on. The case is 
proceeding.
Rockpile, featuring Nick Lowe and Dave 
Edmunds, will be touring the country 
in October. Present plans are for the band to
spend about 6 weeks here, during which time 
Lowe will produce Elvis Costello's next 
album in Sydney. The reason for doing it out 
here? Well, all records recorded outside' 
Britain by British artist s qualify for a reduced 
tax rate from the U.K. government and at 
least in Australia they speak English. Part of 
Nick Lowe's latest album Labour o f  Lust was 
recorded in Finland probably for the very 
same reason. Clever chappies these Radar 
Record people. (Are you reading this Jake?).
And rumours abound of an Australian Be  
Stiff tour early next year featuring Ian 
McDury and his blockheads, Lene 
McLovich and Wreckless McEric and 
possibly our own Steve McCummings and 
the McSports. But at this stage its just a 
rumour. Good one though isn't it.
And talking of the McSports (cut out this 
silly Scots stuff McFestering — McED) their 
Stiff album, called wait for it . . .  . The spoRs ' 
(great innit?) will be out in England in 2 
weeks and will feature a pop up Steve 
Cummings — type person. Steve Cummings 
(the real one, not the pop up one) is repor­
tedly delighted that he'll be popping up all 
over the British Isles this month, especially as 
he'll be on the national Sportacus tour (which 
also features The Aliens, Mushroom's latest 
signing) at the same time.
Mushroom will be releasing 4 tracks off the 
album. W edding Ring, Radio Show, Live 
Work and Play and Little Girl as a 12" picture 
sleeve disc, to be call The Sports, O.K., U.K., 
E.P.
Split Enz, currently touring around the 
country while their future fate is decided in 
the record industry boardrooms of Los 
Angeles are also considering releasing an 
e.p. in the near future. It will probably be 
recorded live. The band are currently without 
a manager having dispensed with the ser­
vices of John Hopkins (now managing the 
Bushwackers) but according to Noel 
Crombie they feel it was about time they got 
interested in the bus line side of being in a 
band, after losing money on their last 
seemingly highly successful tour of Australia.
Ian D u t y 's  new single is called Reasons to 
b e  Cheerful Part 3 and went into the British 
charts at no.45. Boomtown Rats newie Can't 
Stand Mondays is number one in Britain for 
the second week while the Police's follow up 
to jR oxanne, Can't Stand Losing You is slotted 
in at number two. The Rats' song is based on a 
real event when a girl named Brenda 
Spencer shot up her school because, you 
guessed it, she didn't like mondays. 
Well . . . .  who does?
Platters soon to hit the racks dept; Blondie's 
newie. Eat to the B eat, produced by Mike
Chapman (reported to contain "a lotta fast 
rock'n'roll"). Led Zeppelin's first album for 
93 years, 7n Through the Out D oor, which will 
have six different covers, being six shots of 
the same scene from different angles. The 
inner sleeve of the album which on first 
appearance looks black and white 
miraculously blazes with colour when a 
damp sponge is applied. As John Cooper 
Clarke would say; 'Hey Jimmy, gimme the 
gimmicks/Another day another fad.' And 
third but definitely not fifth, another Sex 
Pistols album. No, its not a killer live outing 
from the world's most exploited dead band, in 
fact it doesn't contain any music at all. It's a 
collection of (Beep) edited radio interviews, 
never run radio ads and phone-ins with the 
lovable spike tops. It's called Carri On Sex  
Pistols and is on the Virgin (who says we 
never flog a dead horse) label.
The Skyhooks album Guilty 'Til Proven 
Insane, has just been released in the U.K. on 
the United Artists label and copped this 
review in Britain's Music Week, "Nicely old 
fashioned sound . . . easy to listen to if you 
have a penchant for heavy rock circa '74." L 
suppose it didn't really fit in with the nouveau 
Mod sound, that is sweeping London at the 
moment (the first genuine nouveau Mod Mod 
single — if you don't count The Jam.. You 
N eed Wheels b y  the Merton Parkas crashed 
the British charts this wet^k). You shoulda 
'released it 5 years ago Greg!
After the recent obscenity scare at Festival 
Records, brought on by the attempted bust of 
the very same G u ilty . . album, which 
caused albums by Ian Dury. Magazine and 
the Dickies to have naughty words beeped 
out of them, new and uncensored versions of 
the albums have now been released. If you 
want an uncensored version you should 
enquire at the shop where you purchased 
your cut version.
On the first date of the current XTC tour 
guitarist Colin Moulding was sick after the 
last number and had to rushed to hospital. 
Tour manager Ray Hearn said it was a spot of 
'gastritis' but other sources close to the band 
say it was more like 'Fosteritis'. The tour has, 
been a great success so far although trouble 
befell Adam Hall, keyboard player with 
support band Flowers, in Canberra. He fell 
off stage, spraining a wrist and both ankles 
and had to miss the following night's per­
formances. Flowers laid down three tracks 
Fat man. Walls and Sons o f Decay] in Sydney 
early this month with Angels drummer Buzz 
Throckman at the control desk and a search 
for a recording contract is about to commene.
album. Door, Door, "if the Boys Next 
Door sound like they do on this album, put the 
house up for sale." Doesn't that send shivers 
up your spine?
Expect a vinyl explosion from the deep north 
in the- near future R azar, the Go-Betweens 
and the Humans have all recorded although 
nothing has materialised in vinyl yet. Perhaps 
the reason the bands have retreated to the 
studio is that every time they attempt to play 
the local police attemt to bust them on the 
head. Things have gotten so bad that Hayden 
Sargent (a retired Luthern minister who runs 
, a local T.V. current affairs programme) came 
out strongly against the police after one of 
their recent escapades.
George W ayne, who topped the Ram poll 
for D.J.'s last year has left2JJ to join 2UW, but 
Keri Phillips who did the centre page in­
terview with the Juletones (Tony Parsons and 
Julie Burchill of the NME) is back from 
England and spinning some good sounds on 
the 10pm shift.
Mushroom Records have copped a bit o f . 
stick over the inclusion of a 15 second of 
secred Aboriginal music in the song You 
M ade A Fool Out Of Me on the new Jo Jo Zep 
and the Falcons album. Screaming 
Targets. The music was on a tape supplied to 
producer Peter Solley by a Melbourne 
musician Stephen Cooney, a full blood 
brother of the Maiali tribe along with non- 
sacred music played by Cooney. Solley 
apparently had no idea of the music's 
significance and couldn't see any harm in 
substituting it for the music Cooney had 
recorded for the album.
Bands who broke up last month, Young 
Modern (although they all intend to stay in 
the muzik bizniz) Two W ay Garden 
(although they will probably be doing a final 
performance in Melbourne this month) and 
the Tom Robinson Band ('We just got tired 
of doing the same old thing.' according to 
Tom).
Steve Cummings has started his own label. 
Big Girls, and the first release will be by ex 
Pelaco Brother Johnny Topper. 
Steve produced the single and has plans to do 
a couple more, 'for fun'.
Record review of the month award goes to 
the person in the Melbourne T.V. Green 
Guide who said of the Boys Next Door
Regular Records producer Cameron Allen is 
in London mixing the first Mental As 
Anything album at the Virgin studios. While 
in London he will be negotiating the final 
terms of a British distribution deal with 
Virgin. The album is due to be released here 
in early October. Meanwhile the Mental 
single. The Nips A re Getting Bigger is 
zooming up the N.S.W. charts. Dr. Feelgood  
jammed with the band on the old Heinz 
number. Just L ike Eddie. As John Mayo 
played on the original song with Heinz it was 
quite a buzz for all concerned. The Mentals 
will be playing with Sports and Cold Chisel at 
the big 2SM concert at the Fairfield 
Showground on August 26th.
Another big event in Sydney is 2 nights at 
the Hordern Pavillion to celebrate 
Mushroom's millionth record. Bands on the 
bill for the first night, September 8th, will be 
Dave & the Derros, Ted Mulry Gang, 
Russell Merris Band and Jo Jo Zep and the 
Falcons and on the following night the line 
up will be Aliens, Stars, Sports and Split 
Enz.
O.K. Needle wrecker of the month time. This 
month's needle wrecker has been around for 
a while and has picked up a fair about of 
needle wrecking time over the last few 
months but as it is just about to be released in 
this country (on an album) it's been thrashed 
as never before. What is it? It's the B-52's 
Rock Lobster that's what it is. The album, just 
called the B-52's will be out real soon and is 
sure to delight and amaze all pop pickers. It 
crashed into the U.K. charts at no.22 and is 
also moving up the American charts.
Well that's about it. Keep picking those pops 
pop-pickers. I'll be back.
— Festering Mick
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1. (1) Cool For Cats............................................U.K. Squeeze
2. {A) I'm B ored ....... ........................... ................. . IggyPop
3. (-) Rock Lobster.............................................................. B-5 2's
4. (-) Protection....... ....................................... Graham  Porker
5. (-) The Nips A re Getting 5/gger. Mental As Anything
6. (-) Get A Grip On Yourself.................. The Stranglers
7. (3) Terminal Twist E.P.............................Terminal Twist
8. (-) Offshore Banking Business..................TheM em bers
9. (-) Silly Thing........................................... Sex Pistols
10. (6) Over The Border.......................................... Skyhooks
11. (-) Whirlywirld E.P........  ...........................Whirlywirld
12. (15) Roadrunner O nce............ ....... Jonathon Richman
13. {-) No More H eroes..............  ................. The Stranglers
14. (12) Shivers.................................................Boys Next Door
15. {-) Art School.......... ................................Lemmy Caution
16. {-) Is She Really Going Out With Him......Joe Jackson
17. {-) Dot D ash ................................................................... Wire
18. {-) Gotta Getaway................................ Stiff Little Fingers
19. {-) Hanging Round The House.............. ........Peter Lillie,
20. (-) Venetian Rendezvous........................................
The B-52's ex p lo d e  onto this m onth's 
Roadrunner chart, just pipping the Clash and 
the Boys Next Door for the No. I album spot, 
while their single, "Rock Lobster" bursts into the 
singles listing at No.3.
"Cool For Cats" continues to hold down the No. J 
spot under pressure from Iggy Pop while Mental 
As Anything com e in at No.5. It's interesting to 
see so m any independent releases making the 
charts with Terminal Twist, Peter Lillie, 
WMrlywirld a n d ^ '^ a ll  m aking a show.
The Roadrunner chart is compiled entirely 
from readers' votes [that m eans you.f] and  
reflects what people are listening to and liking 
rather than what they are buying from their 
local record boutique. How do you get in on tha 
action? Easy.- Just send a listing of your ten 
favorite tracks [singles, album tracks or 
unreleased songs] and ten favorite albums to 
Roadrurmer Chartbusters, Box 90, Eastwood, 
S.A. 5063. Send 'em as soon as you can so they'll 
be counted in next month's listing.
1. (-) The BSP's.................................................... . . .T h e B-52's
2. (11) Give 'Em Enough Rope............................ The Clash
3. {2) Door, D oor................... ........ The Boys Next Door
4. (14) All Mod Cons........................... .......................The Jam
5. {-').Don t Throw Stones......................................The Sports
6. {-) Its  A live....................................................... TheRamones
7. {8) Squeezing Out Sparks........................ Graham Parker
8. {-) Rottus Norvegicus...............................  The Stranglers
9. i l )  No E x it ... ......................................................xhe Angels
10. {-) Do It Y ourself.................................................. lanD ury
11. {-) New Values...........................................  IggyPop
12. (19) I f You Don't Fight You L ose ...................... Redgum
13. (18) Never Mind The Bollocks........................Sex Pistols
14. (4) Look Sharp .................................................. Joe Jackson
15. (-) Go 2 ............................................................................. .XTC
16. (6) The Great Rock'n'Roll Swindle................ Sex Pistols
17. {-) More Songs........... ............................. ...Talking Heads
18. (-) Frenzy........................ ......................... ......... . Split Enz
19. {-) S cared  To Dance...........................................TheSkids
20. (5) Cool For Cats.......................................... U.K. Squeeze
D ear R oadru n n er, [ e s p e c ia lly  Clinton  
Walker]
I  don't think that any article in any magazine 
at any time in my 10 years o f loving rock'n 'roll 
[I'm 19 and I  get ALL the music magazines, 
Eng. U.S. an d  Aust.] has infuriated m e the 
way Clinton Walker's Sydney article on the 
Lipstick Killers and The Visitors did. These 
two bands plus The Other S ide an d  The 
Hitmen are the saviours o f rock'n'roll in 
Australia. I  think the point C. W. is missing 
with these bands and Radio Birdman [the 
ultimate in record ed  music] fis that they are 
FANS first and foremost. They aren't trying to 
degrade such classics as Talking About 
Girls and I Can Only Give You 
Everything. They do these songs becau se  
they love them an d  the era  they cam e out o f  I  
love the original o f  Talking About Girls but 
the Killers version sends shivers up my spihe 
with the incredible gutz it has which the 
original track lacks. This is another p la ce  
where C. W.'s judgem ent fails him b y  saying 
the Killers are trying to recapture the past. If 
you listen to the originals, you will h ear a  
tinny shallow sound which was admittedly the 
sound o f the time and then you listen to the 
Killers and the Other Sides versions o f the 
sam e songs they have this enormous energy  
to them which the originals lack, thus they 
have created  their own sound which I  call the 
Sydney sound b ecau se  they are the only 
bands that have this unique sound [dll 
stemming from Birdman, thus "THE SYDNEY 
SOUND" [and they all com e from Sydney].
C. W. says like m e h e  likes the punk music o f  
the late 60s, then also like m e h e  should 
appreciate the best exponents o f this type o f  
music and SOUND that Aust. and the 
WORLD has to offer in the Lipstick Killers, 
The Visitors, The Other Side, and The Hit-
LETTERS
anyway). And like it or not Angels fans, Doc 
&Co. owe a lot to the Pistols, they're merely 
adding generally opague lyrics to a few 
recycled riffs to egual what some radio 
meatheads call 'the hottest band in the land'.
This year's critics choice of the new wavers 
is the Clash is it? God, I went out and bought 
Give 'em enough rope  on the strength of 
ecstatic reviews, played it four times in a row 
and within an hour couldn't remember a 
bloody thing. Completely forget able. I don't 
think I'll ever forget the Pistols first album. 
The Pistols were a walking time-bomb and 
unfortunately self destruction was never far 
away.
—Demented Pistols/Dylan freak
mitted to Roadrunner, however the general 
sentiment o f  the review  was true to the one 
submitted. I f the song 'Boys Next Door' is not 
in fact d irected  at the ban d  o f that nam e [and 
in private conversation with the B.N.D. THEY 
WERE CERTAINLY under the impression that 
it was] then on b eh a lf o f  Roadrunner I  
apologise for any inconvenience caused.
Dear Roadrunner, *
L a m  writing in re feren ce to the article 
submitted to you b y  J e ff  Rule on the ban d  "La 
Femme"in your May issue. A ccording to Mr. 
Rule, the article h e  subrhitted was ed ited  
without his know ledge or approval. I f this is 
the case then I  fe e l  that the ban d  have b een  
m isrepresented both b y  your magazine and  
by  som e incorrect statements m ade b y  Mr. 
Rule.
The meaning b eh in d  the song "Boys Next
CHRISDUNN.
P. S. G od  help  C. W. il h e  ev er d id  s e e  the 
. Other Side. With his attitude h e  would 
probably  shrivel up and d ie after 3 songs!!!
Dear RR,
Thank you Steven Cateris for putting, the 
Clash and the Sex Pistols where they belong. 
I realize these days its'being completely 
uncool to still love the Pistols. "Oh, the Sex 
Pistols" people say, "they couldn't play, but 
aren't the Clash great." Admittedly Vicious' 
bass was pretty rudimentary but the rest of the 
band sounded great. And the fact remains 
they were the most exciting band to emerge 
sirjce the Stones (that was before my time
Door" bears no relationship to the M elbourne 
ban d  with the sam e nam e and in actual fact, 
the ■ song's lyrics are con cern ed  with 
prostitution. la m  aware that friction d id  exist 
betw een the two bands but this rem ained on 
m ore o f a jovial level and d id  revolve around  
tne said  song.
Unfortunately, the article has resulted in a  
letter bein g  submitted to you b y  Lyn Hen- 
ne^sy o f Balmain, NSW, which quite correctly  
points out som e valid points, but these points 
are b a sed  on a  false report and an edited  
.report that d id  not present the ban d  in the 
best way possible. I  do however, com m end  
Je ff  Rule [inaccurate as h e  may have b een  on 
this particular matter], for b ein g  on e o f  the 
only M elbourne journalists to report on the 
band.
I  would also like to extend an invitation to 
Lyn Hennessy to attend a La Femme g ig  the 
next time the b an d  are in Sydney, free  o f  
charge.
Yours Sincerely, 
NIGELRENNARD 
[Za Femme Manager] 
Eds note: J e ff  Rule's article on La Fem m e [RR 
May] was edited, as are most article sub-
Dear Sir,
It was with keen  interest that I  read  Peter 
'Nelson's article on the Wollongong ban d  "the 
N-Lettes". The fact that such an article was 
printed in a magazine like "Roadrunner" is a 
giant step for contemporary music, since the 
latter is generally misunderstood, neglected  
and abused.
Despite its haphazardness and lack o f unity, 
contemporary music deserves better treat­
ment. than it has hithertok received, because  
it concerns itself with areas that are unex­
p lored  and NEW.
Mr Nelson's descriptive assessment of the N- 
Lettes was very good despite the fact that he is 
outo f sympathy with what they do. That is to 
say, they don't play songs that can be 
repeated. This seemingly innocuous
statement leads Mr Nelson to conclusions 
which the descriptive assessment itself does 
not entail. Although I am egually disgusted 
with the current vulgar, pseudo-nationalistic 
campaign of C mon Oz , the N-Lettes are 
not a uniguely Australian phenomena, 
however, this does not detract from their 
uniqueness or originality. The conventional 
"Rock scene" is stagnant and moribund, its 
innovative nature has becom e a cliche, 
because 11 has com e to take itself seriously 
[Play the sam e old  songs and k e ep  them 
happy]. The N-Lettes are, as you say, good  
time avante-garde, but they are definitely 
very far from bein g  slapstick. It is an ab ­
surdity to claim that "it's the sam e old  odd  
thina". It is a contradiction to do so.
The N-Lettes are opposed  to rock narcissism, 
their 'music' is a paradoy o f  'form' and  
'structure' and it is therefore true that they 
mock and revile rock rather than wallow in its 
ineptness. The N-Lettes are not a strictly 
comedy ban d  [ we can leave that sort o f  thing 
to the mother gooses o f  the world], their 
m essage is that there is no message, that, if  
rock is stripped o f its embelishments, very 
little remains. Those who choose to think 
otherwise, I  would refer you to Birchill and  
Parsons' "The Boy looked  at Johnney", and  
those who have h eard  the Residents do "In a  
Gadda da Vida" will know what I  mean.
—EdZeidan.
u m b / e l l o  
m u / i c  “
upstairs^
Cnr. Frome and Bundle Sts., 
City.
ADELAIDE'S SECOND­
HAND RECORD STORE.
We buy your unwanted 
records and tapes. See us 
now for the best price 
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SYDNEY
BRISBANE 
FRI 1 7 /8
SAT 1 8 /8
SUN 1 9 /8
SYDNEY
TUES
WED
THURS
FRI
SAT
SUN
21/8 
22/8 
2 3 /  8 
24 /  8 
2 5 /  8 
2 6 / 8
COMB & CUTTER HOTEL, BLACKTOWN 
LOCAL INN, WEST RYDE 
MANLY FLICKS, MANLY 
AMBASSADOR CLUB, NEWCASTLE 
ARMIDALE UNI. ARMIDALE
422 JOINT EFFORT, CLOUDLANDS 
JET CLUB, COOLANGATTA 
EASTS LEAGUES CLUB
PITT ST. GARDENS 
SYLVANIA HOTEL, SYLVANIA 
NT. OKEASABT SPORTS & RECREATION 
BONDI LIFESAVERS, BONDI 
MANLY FLICKS, MANLY 
FAIRFIELD SHOWGROUNDS
ADELAIDE 
THURS 3 0 / 8  
FRI 3 1 / 8
SAt 1 ,2 /9
MELBOURNE 
THURS 6 / 9
FRI
SAT
SUN
7 / 9
8 / 9
9 / 9
SHANDON HOTEL, SEATON 
ARKABA HOTEL, FULLARTON 
ARKABA HOTEL, FULLERTON
MOUNTAIN HOTEL, GLEN WAVERLY 
BOMBAY ROCK, BRUNSWICK 
CRYSTAL BALLROOM, ST. KILDA 
FERNTREE GULLY HOTEL
NEW E P U K . U.K/ THE STIFF EP OUT NOW!
R O A D R U N N R
A clean shaven Joe Camilleri lies on his bed 
in the Telford Lodge which is Sydney's 
current vogue hotel for Mushroom acts and 
skimpy promoters. It's in Bondi Junction and 
its corridors are what I imagine Pentridge Jail 
to be like. Anyway, Joe's lucky. He's got the 
view. Reggae acguisitions and a few old 
Festival singles are beside the bed. He's 
reading some science fiction pulp master­
piece and there's an open girlie magazine on 
the next bed. Its wares make Playboy look like 
the ■ New Christian Brothers Weekly 
Newsletter. I looked.
Heading for the nearest pub we discuss 
pinball- machines. Apparently the new 
Superman machine in The Cross is one to be 
reckoned with. Ditto for H ercu les. Discussion 
naturally enough turns to Scream ing Targets, 
the new Falcon's album. Joe has just been 
shown the finished cover and is mighty 
impressed with the job young McLausland's 
done (he's the guy who does the Hooks' 
covers). My suggestion that the pilot on the 
cover might be a Kamikaze diving to 
inevitable destruction is decreed 'not funny'. 
On the phone a week earlier Joe had told me 
how the band rejected titles like Music For 
Babies an d  Murders and Straight From the 
Fridge ('a very cool title') in favour of 
Scream ing Targets. Targets is considered a 
more commercial title in an age when titles 
are soooooo important. The idea is that this is 
going to be a very commercial album. The 
band was naturally disappointed that the So 
Young single wasn't terribly successful. Joe 
explains that "it made the low twenties in 
Victorian charts but didn't do much anywhere 
else. Everyone told me it should have been a 
hit but all the people who said that never 
bought the bloody thing."
As far as the Falcons were concerned the So 
Young EP, which followed the single, was the 
end of friendly relations with (hello) EMI. 
That delightful company insisted on selling 
the thing for $5.99 after the Falcons had 
reguested it be $3.99. Joe reckons some shops 
were even selling it for full album price. The 
band and their management took out an ad in 
the Christmas RAM saying "PS. The band 
and Management apologise for the pricing of 
the new Jo Jo Zep Album So Young — it 
should have been $3.99 — but unfortunately 
EMI had the final say . . . "
Soon after this connections between band 
and record company were severed and the
Falcons became a Mushroom band. .
'EMI are still having the last say.
Just before Scream ing Targets was released 
EMI pushed out the remarkably dire Live 
Falcons album and have been doing a 
remarkable job of convincing the gullible that 
it is certified latest, up to date Falcons 
product. As Joe will tell you, in no uncertain 
manner, this is really fucking sneaky. Five of 
the tracks are from the old Loud an d Clear 12 
inch EP and the other tracks were recorded at 
the same concert — nearly two years ago. It is 
being sold for $8.50 and comes complete with 
a delightful bit of K-Tel packaging. "Rotten", 
is the Camilleri comment. Recording quality 
is yuk. Don't buy unless absolutely addicted.
People _have describe Joe Camilleri as 
desperate — a man who really wants to make 
it in this business of rock'n'roll. Joe denies 
this. He doesn't like the label of 'desperate', 
but at the same time he has a slogan for 
Scream ing Targets — LET'S NOT MAKE IT A 
COLLECTORS ITEM. He likes to think of the 
‘ Falcons as 'contenders' for the big league. “I 
used to call us a B-grade group, but now I 
think we're contenders" he laughs. He's 
much more prepared to play the 'be nice to 
the media 'cos they make stars' game than 
ever before. He considers that one of So 
Young's failings was that it didn't have "the 
right media". There's also disgruntled 
recognition that the Falcons can't compete 
with the 'formula' groups ■ because formulae 
always win. The Falcons don't have set times 
for the audience to dance, to sing along or to 
applaud. The Falcons' policy is to play a 
variety of styles to keep the audience 
not knowing what surprise is coming next. 
To help them be more than 'contenders' the 
Falcons are going to work places that rarely 
see them and intend to make more visits to 
Sydney. "It's the best market," he admits. Joe 
figures the band should play three or four 
tours each year and wants to include 
Tasmania, Perth and New Zealand in the 
regular rounds.
The big change in the Falcons' live sound 
these days is that ex 01 55'er 'Wilbur 'You 
mean you want me to come to every gig?' 
Wilde is playing a lot of keyboards. Ap­
parently Joe has been writing a bunch of 
material without much sax content and 
wanted to replace Wilbur with a keyboard 
player. Then, lo and behold, Wilbur asked to
have a try on the keyboards and it worked. 
Consequently Wilbur has more to do onstage 
and there's a new dimension to the band's 
sound.
OK let's talk about THE record. The last time 
Joe was on the ROADRUNNER cover 
(Dec/Jan) he told Adelaide's Julie Burchill, 
Suzie Walton, what he hoped would come 
from Screaming Targets: " . . . the really 
serious, the really different Jo Jo Zep and The 
Falcons album won't be released till next 
year, and I think it's gonna be a real killer cos 
we're not just going into the studio un­
prepared. All the work we've done in the 
studio up to this date is gonna come to a head. 
I think we've gotta have a world class album 
and that's basically what I've always been 
striving for . . . the next album I consider is 
going to be the highlight of our last three 
years' worth of work . . . "
Jo  Jo Zep and The Falcons have succeeded. 
Factual data first. Anyone who claims to be a 
tan of Australian jock'n'roll has already worn 
out their first copy of Scream ing Targets — 
but for YOU who hasn't bought one yet. I'll 
continue. The album was recorded in 
eighteen days at Armstrongs Number 2 
Studio. LRB were in Studio 1 making their 
next masterpiece. Screaming Targets was 
produced by Pete Solley who also produced 
Sports' Don't Throw Stones. It shows. Free 
with the album is a bonus album with five well 
recorded, exciting tracks recorded at 
Melbourne's Sentimental Bloke Hotel (see 
Toby Creswell's review elsewhere). Joe wrote 
all the songs except for a version of Paul 
Kelly's Only The Lonely Hearts and an 
unreleased Mickey Jupp song introduced to 
the band by Solley.
A word about Peter Solley, an ac­
complished producer who works for Stiff 
Records and is best known for turning 
Wreckless Eric into some sort of rock'n'roller. 
Solley's production on Sports' album 'was 
smooth and tasteful — cutting the rough 
edges which dominated the Reckless album. 
Maybe he overdid it a little for in places 
Sports came up soundirig like lOCC (nothing 
wrong with that . . . for lOCC). Still, he did a 
great job of making a Sports record. It wasn't 
a live in the studio effort, but a crafted, 
produced record. That's exactly what he's 
done with the Falcons. However this time he 
has managed to capture at least some of the 
band's rawer aualiti<=>s.
;And jeez it's time the Falcons 
sounded good on vinyl. Their 
live sound is of a consistantly 
high standard, but their 
records, especially the first two 
studio albums, have been dire. 
The sound on Screaming 
Targets is excellent. It's clear. 
It's precise. You can hear all 
the instruments distinctly. The 
songs are first ratg, distinctive 
and memorable. The playing is 
tough and raucous with 
prominent guitar and solid 
drumming. Joe's singing is 
distinct and strong. It's in­
teresting to note that on Paul 
Kelly's Only The L on ely  
H earts, Joe picks up Kelly's 
phrasing and weal style and 
sounds remarkably like the 
street kid extraordinaire. The 
ethnic introduction to Mickey 
Jupps You M ade A Fool Out Of 
Me could have been omitted 
without anyone caring. Gee, 
Joe, if this ever gets released 
O/S the English rock press'll 
have a field day. Remember 
those Aust jokes about the 
outback and aborigine noises?
■ Ayers Rock showed how stupid 
it sounded years ago. No need 
for you to reinforce the lesson.
’ ,;But that's a minor complaint. 
There are few flaws on 
Screaming Targets and it is a 
world class album. I won't go 
into specific tracks — they're 
all simple pop ditties with 
catchy choruses, etc. It's up to 
you to hear it. Highlights (if 
your record shop will only let 
you hear a few tracks) are Don't 
Wanna Come Down, Thin Line, 
and Close To The B on e .
The most important question 
is. Who'll Hear the Damn 
Thing? Will Scream/ng Targets 
sell a quarter of the copies that 
The Angels latest wonder disc 
will? Will .it help the Falcons, 
who must be one of the hardest 
working, most underrated 
bands in this country? Along 
with Don'/ Throw Stones this is 
one of the most accomplished 
Australian records ever 
released. It ranks up there with 
the first coupla Hooks albums 
F ace To Face, Birdmans first 
and the first Dingoes albums 
(there's probably a few more).
. Will you be listening???? Will 
middle Australia be listening? 
Will the legions of Angels fans 
listen to another great live R&B 
band? Will I still be asking 
these questions in ten years 
time?
;I asked Joe about his heroes. 
He listed Jacob Miller, - a ska 
singer who influenced Hit and  
Run , Keith Hudson and the 
Heptones, Otis Redding, 
Charlie Parker, John Coltrane, 
Eric Dolphy, Lester Young, 
Stevie Wonder and Albert 
Ayler. He admitted that he 
nearly called the Falcons 
'Heart Love', after a Ayler 
pieefe. • He didn't list any 
rock'n'roll people.
Thinking about - Screaming  
Targets and the future of the- 
Falcons I'm reminded of 
something Ralph J. Gleason 
wrote after Albert Ayler was 
found dead in a river with 
cement in his shoes: "That's 
how it is with artists. I'm afraid. 
If they were lucky enough to 
have their period of artistic 
creativity coincide with an 
equal r^eptivity on the part 
of the public, the press or the 
opinion makers, then they 
assume an importance in the 
society. Sometimes, like 
Picasso and Miles and the 
Beatles, they make money as 
well."
'Let's not get grandiose about 
this. It is only rock'n'roll after 
all. I'd like to be proved wrong 
but I reckon Jo Jo Zep and the 
Falcons arrived in the wrong 
country at the wrong time.
Pity about that.
— Stuart Coupe.
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Adelaide has a long and honourable 
tradition in the field of rock and roll. The 
number of musicians and other people in­
volved in the music business who have 
emerged from the Athens of the South over 
the past 15 years is vast and way out of 
proportion to the city's size. Let's take a guick 
historical roll call. The Twilights, the Masters 
Apprentices, the Vibrants, Zoot and 
Fraternity all went on to national fame and 
fortune from Adelaide. And of today's bands, 
the Angels, Cold Chisel, Stars, the Aliens 
and, until their unfortunate breakup last 
month. Young Modern can claim Adelaide as 
their springboard. Yet despite this proven 
abundance of talent the Adelaide music 
scene is so unstructured and disorganised 
that most local bands, even the popular ones, 
have to struggle to make ends meet. When an 
Adelaide band has reached the stage when 
they feel confident enough to go east, none 
times out of ten they will go with the intention 
of never coming back, except as a headline 
act.
The main problem with the city, as I see it, is 
the two definite tiers to live music (three if you 
count overseas acts). There is the once 
lucrative, but now not so lucrative, interstate 
band circuit (basically the Arkaba and John 
Pike's Northern Promotions circuit) and the 
small inner city hotel venues (the Tivoli, the 
Marryatville, the Richmond, the Centralia, 
the Cremorne and others) who subsist mainly 
on local bands. There is virtually no traffic 
from the lower tier to the upper, and these 
days the only interstate band you are likely to 
see in the 'lower' tier is one who is prepared to 
come to town purely for the exposure. There 
is no medium range, either for local bands or 
interstate acts.
The difference between these two tiers has 
been accentuated by the current economic 
climate. Fewer people can afford to pay to go 
out to see a band these austere days. Couple 
that with Adelaide's reputation for having the 
most critical music audience in the country 
and what have you got? A slump, that's what. 
People are not going to go out to see a band 
unless they know they are going to have a 
guaranteed good time and/or are going to get 
in for next to nothing.
The first approach is already being at­
tempted at the Marryatville, Adelaide's 
longest running rock pub, Brian Thomas who 
runs the room at the hotel has adopted the 
policy of putting on a couple of local bands on 
Friday and Saturday nights without charging 
admission. And it's working. People are 
going to the Marryatville, the bands are 
getting union rate's, paid out of the increased 
bar takings and at the end of the night 
everyone is happy.
The second approach, that of ensuring that 
everyone has a good time, is a little harder to 
guarantee. The Arkaba's policy of bringing in 
the top Premier Artists and Nucleus bands 
from Melbourne every week, is not paying the 
dividends it used to, if attendances are any 
yardstick. With an admission price of up to 
$6.00 and drinks and travelling expenses on 
top of that, one would be lucky to spend less 
than $15 for an evening's entertainment at the 
Arkaba. There are not that many rock'n'roll 
fans who can afford that if they also want to 
see the latest hot local band and maybe a 
concert from an overseas act in the same 
week. Obviously the door price charged has 
a direct connection with the fee that the 
headline act is asking (a fee that is going up 
all the time due to the increasing cost of 
keeping a band on the road). But if neither 
party, is getting what they want out of the 
present arrangement (i.e. money for the 
promoter and audiences for the band) then 
both parties need to look at the existing 
situation and see how it can be improved.
What is the answer?
Well, one person who can claim to have the 
experience and the overview necessary to 
come up with the solution to Adelaide's 
current predicament is Ray 'Lone Star' Dyett. 
A little background information is probably in 
order here. After a history of playing in 
Adelaide bands (1962-1972) ' and then 
managing local bands (1975-1976), Ray Dyett 
started Lone Star Rock and Roll circuit in the 
winter of '76. Building from his first venue, 
the Marryatville Hotel, by mid 1977 Ray was 
also putting on shows at the Tivoli, the High­
way Inn, the St. Leonards Hotel and the Largs 
Pier Hotel. More than any other person, he 
was responsible for the 1977/78 pub rock 
boom in Adelaide. The Lone Star circuit was 
operating from Tuesday through to Sunday 
with top interstate bands, the not so top in­
terstate bands and local acts. However, 
constantly increasing band fees, coupled with 
declining attendances (the audience, having 
been fed a diet 'whoops' of the top rock 
available in the country, wasn't going to 
accept what they considered a 'drop in 
guality) eventually forced Ray to abandon his 
independent stance and accept a position as 
room manager at the Marryatville: From 
there he opened Sweethearts at the Hotel 
Finsbury, a venue that closed after only three 
weeks due to the effect of large numbers of 
police on the hotel management. He is now 
putting on a series of Lone Star super-sessions 
at the Woodville Town Hall, the first of which 
featured the Angels' and was a raging suc­
cess .
undoubted depth of talent that the city has to 
offer would have a much simpler task.
One of the reasons put forward for the grand 
tradition of nationally successful Adelaide 
bands is that to actually get to the stage where 
they can look at moving interstate, a band has 
to have the committment and faith in itself to 
overcome the large and numerous hurdles 
that exist in Adelaide. One of the largest of 
these is Adelaide audiences. 7\s I mentioned 
before, they have the reputation of being the 
most critically aware audience in the country. 
Like a lot of English audiences, they demand 
a definite level of musical competence from a 
band and if that is lacking then they won't get 
excited. This means that when a local band 
does get up enough momentum to hit the road 
they are usually a cut above most interstate 
bands at the same stage of their development.
I asked Ray what he felt the solution to 
Adelaide's current rock scene decline was: 
"Cut the supply of interstate bands. The 
supply is vastly exceeding the demand and 
even the big acts are not pulling enough 
people to cover expenses. If there were only 
two interstate acts playing in town each 
month and during the inbetween weeks the 
venues were putting on local bands with a
Mai Eastick of Stars, the ex-Adelaide 
country rock combo who have just released 
their second album on Mushroom, reckons 
that Adelaide is the best place in the country 
to get a band together; "The only thing that 
Adelaide doesn't teach you as a band, is how 
to present a rock'n'roll show. Part of the 
reason for that is that once you've been 
playing in a band here for a while you start to 
recognise more and more faces in the crowd 
and that can have the effect of inhibiting your 
'performing'aspect."Furthermore, when ex- 
........... «  1----------------1
Terminal Twist; pic Greg -P'arker.
small admission price, or no cover charge at 
all, and paying the band out of the bar 
takings, then they'd get a lot more people 
going out because it wouldn't cost them the 
earth. But the only way this situation, that 
Nirvana if you like, is going to occur is if all 
the promoters get together and then present a 
plan to the hotel managers. There are too 
manv egos in this town, hpwever, for that to 
ever happen." I would hope for the sake of J 
the Adelaide music scene that Ray is wrong, 
for the city at the moment really does need 
some kind of co-operative spirit if it is to 
extricate itself from the present predicament. 
There is a working model of Ray's plan it it 
appears too idealistic to some people. That 
working model is the city of Perth.
Adelaide bands develop the performance 
necessary to make an impression on Eastern 
audiences they are often criticised when they 
come back for that very change. There is still 
an attitude held by a sizeable number of 
Adelaide musicians that any element of self­
promotion and business dealing on the part of 
a band is hype and therefore dirty.
Because of its geographical isolation, Perth 
only receives visits from interstate bands 
about every two months. It also misses out on 
a lot of the overseas touring acts. This means 
that the local scene there is extremely healthy 
and bands can make a living out of what they 
do. Dave Warner is perhaps the most v/ell 
known W.A. expx̂ rt, but Perth bands, the 
Manikins, the Scientists and the Dugites have 
all released their own independently 
produced singles this year and the Dugites 
and the Manikins have just commenced their 
first national tour.
If Adelaide could achieve by design^what 
Perth has by geographical accident then the
A conseguence of this attitude is that the 
Adelaide mass media, the dailies, the 
commercial radio stations and the television 
stations are unaware of what is going on in the 
local musical undergrowth. Of course, it 
should be added that the mass media is not 
really taking time out to discover what is 
going on around it, but if more bands did a 
bit of self promotion then mass media would at 
least have an idea of what was happening.
The two bands currently playing who seem 
to have the best chance of escaping 
Adelaide's vicious circle are Terminal Twist 
and Lemmy Caution who came first, and 
second respectively in the recent 5MMM-FM 
Rock Off, an event that set out to showcase 
the musical talent that Adelaide has to offer. 
That the event was a success is beyond doubt. 
15(X) people turned up to Flinders University 
to watch the bands go through their paces, 
the event achieved good publicity for the 
station and the. bands, the two industry 
gentlemen brought over from Melbourne, 
Michael Gudinski and Mike Rudd went away 
impressed and overall the event made a profit
(which was shared out among the eight 
participating bands).
The first prize in the event, a week's work in 
Melbourne, through Premier Artists and a 
week in Sydney courtesy of Nucleus, was an 
unexpected bonus for Terminal Twist who 
had already decided to leave Adelaide for the 
greener pastures of Sydney. After winning 
the prize they are now guaranteed some 
initial work in the country's two major 
population centres. But Terminal Twist are 
not a band who are happy to wait for success 
to come to them and it is this attribute that 
really sets them apart from most of the other 
bands in Adelaide. They have arranged, off 
their own backs, gigs in Mt. Gambier on their 
way to Melbourne and a weekend in Can­
berra en route from Melbourne to Sydney. 
They would also like to do a North Coast and 
Queensland tour as soon as possible after 
finishing their work in Sydney. The success of 
their self-financed E.P. can be attributed to a 
large degree, musical consideration aside, to 
the Jong hours they put into promoting and 
publicising it. The E.P. actually made the 
5KA charts but due to the atmosphere of 
musical conservatisiti gripping Adelaide 
commercial radio at present failed to make 
the playlist, and dropped out.
Why are you moving to Sydney? I asked the 
band, "It's bigger, it's more central and we 
will be able to get more work" stated 
keyboard player Malcolm McCallum flatly. 
"It's also a stylistic thing," chipped in 
guitarist Chris Coleman, "There's no one-to 
learn from in Adelaide. Even if I wasn't in a 
band I'd still move to Sydney. Adelaide is 
culturally dead."
"If you ever want to make a living out of 
being a musician you have to go to Sydney or 
Melbourne," said Malcolm. "There are an 
awful lot of hobby musicians in Adelaide. It's 
real easy to hold down a job and play in a 
band. There's very little professionalism — 
bands don't practise, they don't have 
managers, in fact people think that its weird if 
you do have a manager. Promoters think you 
are presumptious if you have to deal with 
someone outside the band members. Then 
bands don't really take enough time to get a 
good stage sound when they do get a gig. A 
lot of people thought we were crazy when we 
started putting mikes on the drums. 'You don't 
need that for Adelaide' they'd say. But we 
were looking ahead to the time when we 
would have to do that."
Do you think that there is any way the 
present situation can be improved?
"No, given the present lack of co-ordination 
I think it's completely inevitable."
Terminal Twist exude an air of guiet con­
fidence. They don't believe they are going to 
set Sydney on fire as soon as they get there, 
but they believe in themselves as a band and 
feel they have something to offer musically.
"I reckon we'll have to spend all the money 
we make in the first six months in Sydney on 
improving our stage eguipment and 
publicising ourselves," says Malcolm. "We're 
definitely taking a long term view."
It's interesting that the band poised to take 
• over Terminal Twist's mantle as 'the band 
most likely to. . . . ' Lemmy Caution, also 
take a long term view. Perhaps it's due to the 
fact that they are all fairly experienced 
musicians. Peter Horsam played with the 
legendary blues outfit Smokestack Lightning, 
Linz Norris and Ric Grudzinskas come from 
Townsville's Pensioners (who also provided 
Terminal Twist's bass player Jeff Urguhart) 
George Sutanovic has an illustrious history 
with Adelaide bands and Lizzy Hogan was a 
acoustic folk singer before the band come 
into being.
The present line-up has only been together 
since March and according to Ric, "Things 
are happening as fast as we could hope for." 
The Lemmy's immediate aim is to build up a 
solid following around Adelaide before taking 
the inevitable plunge interstate.
"We would want a reasonable recording 
offer before we would consider moving out of 
Adelaide," said Peter Horsam. "Then when 
we do go, hopefully we would have a 
recording out that we could promote."
It was Lemmy Caution's original songs that 
particularly impressed Mike Rudd and 
Michael Gudinski at the Rock Off and 
cassettes of the three tracks they recorded at
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Adelaide's Slater Sound Studio (their prize 
from the Rock-Off) are currently with the two 
gentlemen. Mike Rudd is interested in 
producing the band and Gudinski stated as ' 
he announced the results that he is iriterested 
in signing the band to a Mushroom 
publishing contract.
For those who have seen or heard a Lemmy's 
performance this interest may seem a little 
overenthusiastic as their live sound has never 
quite done justice to their excellent music 
and lyrics). But with the acquisition of Tony 
de Jaeger of Noumenon Studios as sound 
mixer this problem will hopefully be solved. 
If I had to put a label on Lemmy Caution's 
sound, and I've got nothing against labels as 
long as they are used thoughtfully, then I 
guess I would call it 'Britpop'. They play 
SONGS, well structured and arranged three 
minute gems, with witty lyrics and catchy 
melodies and choruses.
If the quality of the songs recorded at 
Slater's ('Art School', 'Plastic' and 'Dole') is 
any indication of the bands potential then it 
shouldn't be too long before the Lemmy's 
follow the well trodden path from Adelaide 
cult band to national success.
There is in fact a healthy amount of in­
dependent recording going on in the city, a 
-fact that is undoubtedly helping bands refine 
•their musical ideas and increasing their 
confidence. Recordings, be they tapes or 
records also enable local acts to get their 
music across to a wider audience than the one 
that goes out to the pubs. If these local 
recordings were getting more airplay on the 
commercial stations to complement the 
excellent coverage SUV gives with its limited 
musical airtime, then that exposure would 
obviously be much greater. As it is, the 
commercial stations are content to force feed 
the public the commercial disco/ballad 
rubbish that they consider to be the popular 
taste. Don't let anyone tell you that Adelaide 
radio is 'progressive'.
Some of the local releases that have failed to 
catch the ear of the city's music programmers 
include Young Modern's She's Got The 
Money, the U-Bombs G ive Me A Medal, 
Systems Go's No M ore Christmas, C arol, the 
aforementioned Terminal Twist EP, plus the 
live cassette Live at the Marryatville featuring 
the Accountants, the U-Bombs and the 
Dagoes (which was on SKA's Alternative 
Chart for over 3 months without achieving 
anything but limited Sunday night Album 
Show airplay) A MgAi With The D agoes, \he 
Bank of France 13 song studio cassette and 
the latest, a compilation studio cassette from 
Tony de Jaeger's Noumenon Studio, Coop, 
which includes at least 2 certified classics. 
The Pensioners No Dough In A delaide  and 
the Innocents Lets Get Pissed  as well as
worthwhile stuff from Soka (white reggae). 
Fly By Night (jazzy), the Dagoes (punkoid) 
and the Treacherous Sea Lions (salty) and 
others. Coop  is an interesting document, it 
was recorded over the last six months and 
such is the turnover of musicians and bands 
in Adelaide only one of the bands 
who grace the tape (The Innocents) is 
still functioning. 'The combinations may 
change but the music keeps coming', says 
Tony de Jaeger, philosophically. And he's 
right, you know. There are a lot of bands v/ho 
would flourish if the desert of the Adelaide 
music scene could be irrigated with some 
commitment and co-operation.
The Accountants, who ha- ê just returned
Eastern states shoestring tour and got crowds 
when they played, are still struggling along, 
although with the addition of Mark Cornwall 
on bass and Paul Tuxworth chucking in a bit 
of keyboards their sound is a lot more fleshy 
than when they were THE high-speed-car- 
chase band in town.
Street Corner Jack, the band who took out 
third prize in the 5MMM Rock Off with their 
powerfully funky performance are taking time 
out to reassess their repetoire (i.e. throw out 
a lot of their cover versions) and write some 
more original material. A timely move me 
thinks as Adelaide cover bands have a 
tendency to become very popular and often 
find it very difficult to incorporate original
Systems Go, will be appearing quite soon 
while Hot Chicken have added Soka guitarist 
Bruno Lucia and will be moving away from 
the strictly blues flavour of the present lineup 
to be a more R & B sound.
Redeye, who had a moderate chart hit with 
their single Main Street, are still pulling the 
punters at the Eureka Bar, Trades Hall and 
^ e  Seacliff with their country flavoured 
rock and may be recording an album. They 
are playing Sydney in September. The 
Stunts, a hard rocking outfit in the Cold 
Chisel mould are about to plaster themselves 
all over the nation's psyche courtesy of 
Countdown. Mickey Finn, the REAL pen­
sioners of the Adelaide scene, still manage to 
crank out their blues/boogie with an en­
thusiasm that would shame musicians half 
their age; the Dagoes refused to die and have 
returned as the Tony Rome Band — they'll 
have a three track record out sometime this 
month and it's bound to sell, cos' two of 'em 
work in record shops!
Foreign Body, all female and feminist 
have a strong following amongst their 
peers. The Innocents, who ifLefe Get Pissed 
is typical of their work should be great live (I 
haven't seen them yet) the Hounds, a driving 
rock band who suffer a little from lack of 
presentation but who certainly cut it in the 
musicianship stakes, the jazz fusion school 
(Off The Cuff), the zany and seemingly 
indestructable Soapbox Orchestra and many
from Melbourne where they suppxsrted the 
Boys Next Door at the Crystal Ballroom, are 
one band who would certainly have 
benefitted from a more open 
minded musical climate. Their hard, last 
music and direct lyrics can create the same 
excitement and involvement that the best of 
early English punk did. But they find it hard 
to get gigs because of the stigma that 'punk' 
still holds for most promoters. Thus they don't 
make much money and so after nearly 18 
months they still don't own their equipment 
(first base for any aspiring combo). Still, they 
are nothing if not keen so don't expect them to 
just fade away.
The U-Bombs, who did everything right, 
recorded their own record, went on an
Lemmy Caution, 
material into their performance. This leads to 
frustration and the eventual disbanding of the 
group (as happened with Soka). The' more 
original sounding Jacks will be coming on 
strong in about a month's time.
The Immigrants, relative newcomers on the 
scene, and hampered by illness in the band, 
have not really gotten into full stride yet, but 
from their couple of appearances they will be 
well worth keeping an eye on in the coming 
months.
'With the break-up of Soka, Adelaide's most 
successful (in terms of audience attendance 
— they pulled 700 people to their farewell 
performance) band of the last three months, a 
new band comprising Wilson Main, Geoff 
Gifford of Soka and Arnold Strals, late of
But the most successful band in Adelaide at 
the present moment is surprisingly (or maybe 
not so surprisingly) one who plays very few 
gigs, doesn't play electric instruments and 
whose members all have full-time day jobs, 
yes. I'm talking about Redgum. A politicofolk 
band whose album. I f You Don't Fight You 
Lose, has now sold more than 7000 copies 
nationally and could end up achieving gold 
record status if it maintains its present rate. 
The album, a pertinent but undidactic 
examination of present day Australian 
culture/politics/society, is considered too 
'hot' for commercial airplay, but the album is 
receiving generous airplay on Australia's 
unofficial network of fringe radio stations (2JJ, 
3CR, 3RRR, 4ZZZ and SUV). Everytime the 
band plays in Melbourne they are given a 
heroes welcome by their legion of fans there 
(a recent Collingwood Town Hall Concert 
which also featured the Bushwackers and 
Jeannie Lewis drew a crowd of 3000) and they 
have been booked for a headline tour of 
Sydney (Lifesaver, Stagedoor etc.) later this 
year. Redgum have steered well clear of the 
fragmented Adelaide scene and, if you think 
about it, it hasn't done them any harm at all. 
Hmm, think about it.
Donald Robertson
Fiasco’s Back!!!
CENTRALIA HOTEL,
NORTH TCE., ADELAIDE (ADJACENTTO DILLINGERS. OPP. RAILWAY STATION)
FRI 17th LEMMY CAUTION plus support. 
SAT 18th U-BOMBS/ INNOCENTS 
SUN 19th ACCO UNTANTS/TERM INAL  
TWIST
WED 15 -  ERIC GRADM AN MAN AN D
M ACH IN E/RO M A N TICS
THURS 16 -  RED HO T PEPPERS.
FRI 17 -  RUSSELL M O RRIS/M I-SEX/M AN IKIN S. 
SAT 18 -  THE KN ACK/STARS/SECRET POLICE. 
THURS 23 -  AYERS ROCK/PRESSURE DROP.
FRI 24 -  THE K N A C K/M O N D O  RO CK/FAST 
BUCK.
SAT 25 -  KEVIN* BO RICH/JIM M Y & THE
Apologies to Boys Next Door and their 
Adelaide fans but due to unforeseen cir­
cumstances they will not be appearing this 
weekend. Will be appeapng late September.
PLUS THE BEST OF REAL LIVE LOCAL MUSIC AT THE CENTRALIA, FRIDAY AND 
SATURDAY NIGHTS [NOTWITHSTANDING EXTERNAL PRESSURES EXPERIENCED 
AT THE RICHMOND AND BERKELEY HOTELS]
I
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If John Rotten/ Lydon's Public Im age 
earnt 3 pages in the New Musical Express 
before they'd even done a  gig, then 
surely Australia's prodigal son and ex- 
Saint, Ed Kuepper, deserves the same. 
This, then, is it — Clinton W alker 
discovers just what's betw een the Saints 
and Laughing Clowns, and then some.
Recently, in the Australian music press, you 
may have noticed (but most likely didn't) a 
small advertisement for a pianist for a group 
called Laughing Clowns. Ordinarily, of 
course, there'd be no reason that such an 
item would've caught your attention, but if 
you were aware of just who Laughing Clowns 
were, then it should have.
'^Laughing Clowns is the new outfit formed by 
Ed Kuopper. Ed left England about 8 months 
ago, Ifter the dissolution of the Saints, 
'^although Laughing Clowns were only but ^ 
twinkle in his eye then.
"I was seriously considering chucking 
everything in anyway," he told me. "My 
money was running out; I was getting no 
income — the work permit had ex- 
pried . . .  . and I just wanted to get away 
from England for a while. It was getting 
depressing."
But, as they say, you can't keep a good man 
down.
Shortly before I came back I decided I , 
would get another band together. I was just 
prepared to take it as it came. I was thinking 
that if I did go back to Australia with the, 
intention of forming a band, I would' see 
Jeffrey (Wegener, who drummed with a very 
Sarly incarnation of the Saints) about it. I 
didn't know who I'd get as a bassplayer, and I 
wanted a saxophone player and Bob (Farrell) 
was the only s^ophone player I knew. And 
Jeff got in touch with me — I think most 
people assumed I'd get another band together 
anyway — and put me in touch with Ben 
(Wallace-Crabbe, who'd played with Jeff), 
■and we went on from there."
repeat it myself, but just in case your memory 
needs refreshing, I might quote their official 
EMI biography:
"At the recommendation of EMI in London, 
who had heard I'm Stranded  and noticed the 
extremely favourable reviews in the British 
music press, two A&R men from EMI (Syd­
ney) went to see the band in Brisbane, which 
resulted in their signing with the record 
company. The Saints began recording and 
toured Australia, eventually coming to 
Britain in 1977."
So, Laughing Clowns came into being, and 
with them Ed Keupper hopes, if nothing else, 
that they won't repeat the mistakes of the 
Saints
The Saint's saga ,— at least their fairy-tale j 
beginnings — should be only too familiar by 
now, and for that reason I wouldn't like to
What EMI neglected to mention was that 
upon their arrival in England the Saints were 
immediately disowned by all concerned, 
because they didn't meet English precon­
ceptions. They didn't fit into the English Punk 
Scene, and they obstinately refused to do so.
This much is very clear, but behind it is a 
deeper story than answers the nagging 
question: "What really happened?"
"As you probably know", began Ed, "we got
to a popularity peak, round about mid-1977, 
and it didn't really get any bigger. 'Perfect 
Day', was our commercial peak."
Even then, that "commercial peak" could've 
been considerably higher. That it wasn't is 
just another absurd piece of mis-management 
that seemed to characterise The Saints', or 
rather EMI's, every move. Perfect Day 
reached 31 on the English Charts, but went 
no further. The Saints simply assumed it had, 
run it's course and stopped selling, and it 
wasn't until 2 or 3 weeks later they discovered 
that EMI had run out of stock, and therefore 
couldn't meet the demand!
After that, says Ed; "There was a lot of ill- 
feeling, quite understandably, towards EMI. 
They just made excuses — denied it at first — 
and then they decided to become quite 
unco-operative, actually."
The Saints next bid for the Top of the Pops, 
as it were, with Know Your Product, 
turned out to be their worst selling single.
"There wasn't any concentrated effort to 
actually get it to sell," Ed revealed, "and 
there" should've been a really big push, 
because it w ŝ something different at the 
time . . . j ust the fact that there was brass on 
it.
"After .Know Your Product didn't sell, EMI 
were hinting that we didn't know what we 
were doing, and that we should be busy doing 
more songs like Perfect D ay.
It must be remembered that this was at a 
time when 1-Chord-Wonder Punk was just 
becoming commercially viable, and though 
the Saints might've begun with that formula 
(with the glorious [I'm] Stranded  they refused 
to limit themselves to it, and were quick to 
experiment.
Ed explains: "It was sort of a funny band in 
one way. I mean, I don't know if our 'progress' 
(Ed's inverted commas) would've been so 
drastic if we hadn't been in. a situation where 
we were actually seeing what a lot of other 
bands were doing. So, in that way, England 
was quite an important experience. If we'd 
stayed in Brisbane, and Punk had never 
taken off . . . the reason the Saints were the 
way they were was just a general dislike of the 
music industry anyway, and if there hadn't 
been a replacement, (Punk), there's a chance 
that we would've acted accordingly, and 
there probably would have been more need 
for us to sound rougher . . . there's a good
chance that the second album might've been 
more primitive.
"One thing we didn't want to do was be part 
of that whole scene, and so we did everything 
within our power to make sure there were as 
few as possible musical comparisons. By the 
MmeEternally Yours was out there were a few 
more bands who weren't straight Punk rock 
- bands, and so, we didn't want to be associated 
with things like that either."
After the failure of Know Your Product and 
the album. Eternally Yours, despite sur­
prisingly favourable critical reception, the 
Saints really began to feel the strain.
"With the exception of Alistair, we'd known 
each other for quite a long time, and after 
Eternally Yours, Chris and myself decided we 
didn't want to tour for quite a while, we 
wanted to go into the studio, if we could. And 
tha'tT'for a start, alienated Ivor and Al, 
because they weren't writing, and their main 
source of . . . 'fun', I suppose, came from 
touring. Then, after awhile, with the various 
pressures from management, record com­
pany, and what appeared like just a general 
lack of interest, Chris left the band. Chris had 
left the band before Prehistoric Sounds was 
recorded, which was never publicised at the 
time, because I asked him to stay, until the 
album, because I knew for a fact that if he 
had've left then, EMI had the option to drop
And not go ahead with Prehistoric Sounds?
"Yeah. But already, things obviously weren't 
the same anymore. So it was a fairly formal 
sort of recording really."
How did things work out in the studio, then?
'■'We really fucked around with the recor­
ding, because we had the studio booked for 5 
weeks solid, and after about a week we were 
told that EMI had changed our time for some 
other band,so that meant we had to have a 
break, and they wanted to listen to what we'd 
done . . . and EMI were horrified. They 
really didn't like it."
By that stage, the Saints had put down 
maybe half a dozen, songs, including "Swing 
For the Crime", "All Times Through 
Paradise", "Church of Indifference" and 
"The Prisoner". While they were in the 
studio, they'd recorded a couple of standards, 
like "Security" and "Save Me", just to suss out 
the sound, , and although they weren't 
originally intended for release, When EMIIAN DURY
&the
BLOCKHEADS
DO IT YOURSELF
A t f i d  
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DO IT YOURSELF 36918
ON RECORDS and TAPES
SPECIAL OFFER:
Limited Edition Includes 
Bonus 45 rpm Single of Smash Hit 
"HIT ME WITH YOUR RHYTHM STICK" 
b/w
"THERE AIN'T HALF BEEN SOME 
CLEVER BASTARDS".
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heard them they considered them the only 
commercially fit items. So, "Security" was 
eventually released as a single in England, 
which is something Ed would rather forget.
"I don't count Security as one of our singles 
because it wasn't a single I had anything to do 
with, apart from insisting that "All Times 
Through Paradise" go on the B-Side. If
we'd said no to Security there was a very 
strong chance EMI wouldn't have bothered 
releasing Prehistoric Sounds. "
Needless to say. Security went nowhere, but 
as Ed said: "In a way I didn't want it to do 
well, because it just didn't represent the 
band.̂ l̂ __
• Otherwise, he was "very satisfied" with 
Prehistoric Sounds, apart from conceding 
that "the mistake in that album was including 
the covers."
If parts of Eternally Yours were "something 
different", then Prehistoric Sounds was a 
radical departure — a remarkable blend of 
'guileful' (for want of a better word) Saints 
instrumentation, bold horns, and the Chris 
Bailey sneer, that added up to a moody, 
disguieting whole. I consider it to be one of 
the finest albums of last year — and that puts 
it in rare company — but perhaps not 
jnexpectedly it did little beyond confuse and 
jltimately alienate 'fans' and critics alike.
"I think why a lot of people didn't like it was 
oecause it wasn't, actually, sort of 'heavy', 
and that was something we really tried not to 
do," said Ed.
EMI were so 'enthusiastic' about Prehistoric 
bounds that they left it up to the Saints 
themselves to distribute review copies to the 
English press (where it received a drubbing 
anyway), • and afforded it virtually no 
promotion whatsoever. It too was a 'failure' 
then; so much so that it almost didn't see 
release in this country.
With that, I wondered how Ed felt about 
English groups, like the Clash, and the Sex 
Pistols, and Generation X, who'd gone from 
(commercial) strength to strength (as their 
rrtusic degenerated), while the Saints, who 
were certainly nothing less and maybe 
something more, literally died in the arse.
"The thing that makes me a little bitter about 
those bands is that they actually gained a 
certain amount of control at a time when we 
didn't. They were presented as something 
, which they really weren't, and that's not to
say the Saints were by any means . . . sort 
of . . . 'pure'; I just remember the sort of 
bullshit that was surrounding bands like the 
Clash, and then when it was proved they 
weren't actually like that, people were still 
making excuses. It does make me feel bitter. I 
mean, in a sense, we were incredibly erratic 
on stage, but on a good night I think we were 
better than a lot of bands; we never had 
excuses made for us, so I suppose we had to 
either be good or . . .  "
Cr sink.
Although Ed Kuepper may harbour some 
regrets over his experiences in England with 
the Saints, he certainly hasn't let it taint him. 
If anything, its affected him positely.
I hadn't seen Ed for maybe 2years at least 
not since the Saints left for England and 
though he's obviously changed somewhat, 
he's still basically the same sharp, dry-witted 
(deceptively) intense and determined Ed 
Kuepper he always was.
But he's 'mellowed', if I may use that word. 
Which is not to say he's compromised in any 
way; it's just that he's accepted certain 
realities and has adapted himself to them. As 
Lou Reed once said, like a good wine, he 
gets better as he gets older.
‘ Ed Kuepper's a 'realistic idealist', if there is 
such an animal. He knows just what Laughing 
Clowns are going to have to do — without 
'selling out' in any way — if they wish to 
succeed.
Immediately, the obvious guestion was: "Just 
how much relation does this group bear to the 
Saints?"
"I think that if the Saints had've continued," 
answered Ed, "a lot of these songs would 
obviously now be Saints songs. I think they'd 
sound different, because Chris sounds 
different to me, vocally. (Ed's singing now, 
with this line-up). I think the feeling might be 
a little different, because Chris often 
preferred to do his own lyrics. I don't 
know . . . the songs might be the same, I 
think the feeling's different . . .  I couldn't 
really say if it's more commercially ac­
ceptable or not though."
If there's one immediately noticeable dif­
ference between Laughing Clowns and the 
Saints, it's that within Clowns' songs melody 
seemed much more to the forefront. I asked 
Ed, who's the song-writer after all, if he was 
developing more of an interest in melody.
"I think I've always had it," he said. "In a 
way, actually, my songs with the Saints were 
guite melodic; Chris just sort of had a habit of 
ignoring the melody.
We'ye got guite a large degree of 
potential diversity in the band," continued 
Ed. "There's a lot we can do, and there's a lot 
I hope we do. Vie definitely are looking 
towards not just melody, because I think 
rhythm is very important.
Undoubtedly - there'll be man  ̂ hard-core 
redundo-punks who'll consider Laughing 
Clowns 'laid back' -  due to the fact that most 
of their material is mid tempo — and/or a 
sell out , which, of course, is ridiculous. Ed 
remains characteristically open minded:
"We're trying to interest ourselves, which will 
hopefully interest other people."
It s guite evident that Laughing Clowns are 
not a group who've been nurtured strictly 
within the narrow rock'n'll mould —- Jeff and 
Bob probably owe as much to jazz as anything 
else, Jeff to the dmm kings like Krupa and 
and Louis Bellson, Bob to the great reed- 
men like Johnny Hodges and Charlie Parker; 
Ben's spent years listening to jazz//- 
blues/R&B, and avant-garde 20th Century 
composers; and Ed's simply Ed, which does 
say a lot but what they're playing couldn't be 
considered anything but rock'n'roll.
Still, it's rock'n'roll unlike any I've ever 
heard. Surely Laughing Clowns are the most 
extraordinary group in this country -  while 
there are some excellent, innovative 
rock'n'roll groups in Australia, like the Boys 
Next Door, the Whirlywirld, to name but two, 
they're fairly easily defined; but Laughing 
Clowns defy categorization, and almost 
description.
Quite simply, they're unigue. Their closest 
reference point would have to be Prehistoric 
Sounds, I suppose, but even then they're 
different again, and I can't guite put my 
finger on what it is.
Some traits are immediately apparent, 
nowever freer sax lines, and the vaguely 
funky nature of the rhythm section. Also 
present in the group seems to be a country- 
ish influence — remember 'Swing For the 
Crime' from Prehistoric Sounds if you find 
that hard to believe - and this is a tack I 
would have liked to have pursued with Ed, 
but because my time was so limited (and
limiting) it was overlooked. Suffice to say, I 
do believe this influence exists, although it 
remains to be seen just how strong it is.
Even when the Saints were battling ob­
scurity and apathy years ago in Brisbane, 
there was always a pervading air of con­
fidence — a belief that there was no way this 
group could fail, despite what appeared to be 
overwhelming odds — a kind of 'faith'. It 
seemi that Ed Kuepper lends this 'faith' to 
everything he's involved in, because already, 
within Laughing Clowns, it's present. Jeff 
Wegener, who's had a history of playing with 
groups, like the Young Charatans, who never 
managed to 'get off the ground', feels it 
especially.
"It's a very good feeling," he said, "to work 
in a unit that has got an idea of what they're 
doing and is actually doing something new, 
and actually taking it seriously. There's no 
point in not working hard."
Indeed, if Laughing Clowns fall short of fhe 
expectations they hold for themselves, it won't 
be for want " of dedication and/or self 
: assurance.
Laughing Clowns have met all the pre- 
reguisites real rock'n'roll demands. When Ed 
and I were discussing, off-the-record, the 
current State Of The Art, we agreed that 
. there's guite a lot of music that's half sue- ' 
cessful, but little that's wholly successful, 
around at the moment — so many groups that 
might be innovative lack genuine human 
warmth, and those that are sensitive usually 
lack innovation.,Laughing Clowns cover both 
sides, as few others do.
"I think why this band is as good as I know it 
is," said Jeff Wegener, "is the fact that the 
music is basically 'creative', it's music that's 
doing something, but it's still -  and this is 
what gives me a lot of empathy when I play it 
-  it's emotional music.
"I think the ideas will be communicated, and 
it the emotion is too it's going to be very 
important, because I like the feeling music 
can give to you, and if other people can 
appreciate that, they'll be happy."
"Whatever we do," concluded Ed, "it'll have 
to be something we can live up to, all the 
time."
That's all anyone could ask. for. That's 
enough.
- -Clinton Walker.
FOR YOUR EARS ONLY
S E O i i r
(ROBERT PALMER HAS THE ANSWER)
Robert Palmer is one of the most exciting soul singers to emerge in the seventies. As 
a self-taught singer Robert learned from listening to Otis Redding, Marvin Gaye and 
James Brown among others. He has used their influence to forge a distinct style of 
his own. Robert has become one of the hottest acts in America and Europe. With 
his albums and singles charting on both sides of the Atlantic, they paved the way 
for his sell-out tours.
Robert Palmer is no longer a secret in Australia. His first single off the “Secrets” 
album, titled “Bad Case Of Lovin’ You” (K 7517), is already being featured heavily 
on all Australian radio stations along with the album. In fact, Robert Palmer is guar­
anteed to become even bigger in Australia than overseas!
featuring the hit single 
BAD CASE OF LOVING 
YOU (Doctor, Doctor) k  7 517
36957
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The scene is the lounge bar of Brisbane's 
Her Majesty's Hotel in all its Victorian 
squalor. Once it must have been quite grand, 
but now it looks plain silly with Marlborough 
Country posters adorning the walls and 
kitchen chairs and coffee tables spread 
around for the clientele. The Leftovers' first 
single Cigarettes and A lcohol backed withM) 
Complaints and I  Only Panic WhenThere's 
Nothing To Do has finally been released and I 
decided it was about time something was 
written about the scourge of Brisbane 
rock'n'roll.
The barmaid cowered when Ed Dzidvch 
(alias Wreckage) and Glen Smith cruised into 
the room. They definitely affect people like 
that. Although they're both polite and quietly 
spoken, they have what all great rock bands 
must have, a certain charisma, and nudles of 
it. Ed is the Leftovers' guitarist and Glen the 
bass player and at the time of interview were 
the only Leftovers still on their feet. Drummer 
Michael was in hospital recovering from a car 
crash and Warren Lamond, the singer, had 
had a 44-gallon drum thrown at him. I may 
have got that a little mixed up but you can be 
certain it was something equally bizarre.
The Leftovers have been together in one 
form or another for about four years, though 
friends for much longer, originally playing 
New Tork Dolls, Velvet Underground and T- 
Rex material. Their set is now almost totally 
original though they say there'll always be a 
few Velvets' songs in their repertoire. 
Brisbane is full of punk imitators but the 
Leftovers are originals. They're Brisbane's 
only bona fide punk band, possibly 
Australia's only real punk band. Tell them 
they're punk, though, and they'll hotly deny 
it. Says Glen, "Pop, punk, rock and roll. Just 
us. The original and the best". But there's no 
denying they embody all that the original 
punk movement stood for. They're fast, 
they're raw, and they're totally committed to 
rock and roll. Glen says: "A band may play
great music then they walk off stage and 
they're just total fuckwits. What's the use of 
that? It's got to be as total involvement. The 
whole thing, the way you dress, the way you 
live, a lifestyle".
I first encountered their brand of musical 
anarchy in 1977 and I hardly remember an 
occasion since that hasn't been terminated by 
the police. Only recently, Friday, June 15, 
dnd the Leftovers were supporting the Models 
from Melbourne. The police dragged Warren 
off the stage for swearing in a song then 
arrested Glen when he asked Warren for his 
car keys. But I guess they must be getting 
used to it by now. I asked Glen if he had any 
anecdotes concerning the police and he said 
if he told them all it would take weeks. "I got 
thrown in jail once for screaming cockroach. 
They threw me in handcuffs and dragged me 
away. Me and Ed spent Christmas in jail 
once. They came screaming up with guns to 
our heads and all we were was drunk".
'So why did it take so long to come out? Glen 
has the story: "No money. And people 
bullshitting to us. Peter Miller ( a local 
fanzine editor) finally put up the money. He's 
the only person who ever told us any truths, 
who's done what he said he would. It is a pity 
it didn't come out in 1977. I mean it would 
have been really avante garde for the time". 
Now, they treat it more as a record (pun) of 
their earlier days claiming the new material 
will blow any other band in Australia off the 
stage.
This seems as good a time as any to get 
around to their songs. Glen explains: "People 
should be able to understand our songs. It's 
like getting on a train and there's all these 
clerks around and you feel so small". No 
Complaints is about everything you get 
pissed off about like putting your last 40c in a 
drink machine and it's not working. / Only 
Panic When There's Nothing To Do — "I 
mean, what happens when you've got nothing 
to do. It's not about no future. I reckon there's 
a future. I don't know what it is but I know I've 
got one".
One thing I like about the Leftovers is their 
attitude to music in general. They like 
everything from the Clash to the Supremes. 
Says Ed: "The part that they (the punks) 
didn't catch on to is that it is a total in­
volvement with music, not just' with 1976 and 
19'77. Here's someone who's lucky enough to 
be 17 and own a copy of Never Mind The 
B ollocks. And they say, T like the Sex Pistols, 
I'm going to be a Punk'. That really shits me. 
I'm never going to get totally enthralled with 
punk. My tastes are really broad". Glen 
continues: “Like you name me a record 
I've got it . That's what's good. I really love 
rockabilly and the Supremes and early stuff 
like that and to me it kind of comes out in the 
songs with my bass lines and things like that". 
Typically (this is not meant to be 
derogatory), they'd like to make as much 
money as they can. Ed said he was so sick of 
being broke. When he finished school, his 
parents said he was on his own and he hasn't 
had a penny since. It took him three months 
to save up for his jacket and now it's all he's 
got to wear.
.But to be honest, I can't see them becoming 
fabulously rich from their music. It's 
definitely a case of being in England with a 
manager when they started, well who knows. 
But this is Australia 1979. And the Leftovers 
are a very parochial band, very much the 
Brisbane condition, and well, let's face it, 
parochial bands just don't make it in 
Australia. Seems like you must sound English 
or American to get a hit out here. It must 
frustrate them. Well, yes and no, says Glen. 
In the end, though, all he wants to do is play 
their songs. But he concedes: "Nothing would 
be more funny than if every kid in Australia 
had a copy of the record. If I had enough 
money. I'd give them all one". I know that's 
where they should be, scaring the life out of 
everyone of those MOR record-buying, gig­
going kids in Australia.
— Scott Matheson
Still, whether by accident or not, violence 
has always followed them around. Ed recalled 
the line, "Every time you hear the Leftovers, 
it makes you want to go out and destroy". 
They claim they were always innocent parties 
to the ■violence. Could be. One thing is for 
certain, though, they have always been 
discriminated against. "Yeah, we were 
discriminated against. But when people try 
and put us down, they can't because we're 
never off the ground any way. We're 
everything other punk bands try to be but 
can't and we're never going to do anything 
we don't want to do". Ed continues, "It doesn't 
matter if we play a lot or only a little bit. 
We're still here. No-one's going to destroy 
us". Gigs were definitely scarce in the early 
days but the band survived. It's just a pity it 
took so long for their single to surface.
The single does sound a little dated 
especially No Complaints and I  Only Panic , 
which were both recorded in 1977 {Cigarettes 
and Alcohol was recorded in 1978.).
Ten o'clock, Friday night, and watch your 
toes. All over town secretaries are dragging 
blotto accountants out on to the city sidewalk, 
scaring the daylights out of decent citizens on 
their way home from respectable rock music 
happenings. Up ahead a zig-zagging Ms. too 
far gone to be tactful, turns dramatically to 
face a group of straggling work-mates two 
bourbons behind her and screeches 
knowingly, ". . but he loves Margaret 
Curran!" Stunned, I crumble inwards with an 
over-dose of Real Life.
You see, XL Capris, for all their uneven 
charm and charming tunes, get so bogged 
down in specific story-book crises of modern 
mundanity, they tend to leave the listener 
who listens too hard more than usually 
susceptible to the incredible drabness of most 
people's little tragedies. Clever-dick 
vignettes squeezed into pretty excellent pop 
songs that can't quite cope with the load, still 
they are trying to avoid the obvious and they
play the best px>p-rock in Sydney, not star­
tlingly original music but at least thankfully 
devoid of the glaring plagiarism that usually 
runs riot in the name of power-pop. (Did 
someone just swear?)
The band are the longest running residents 
of the impractical but relaxed Sussex Hotel, 
still only charging a dollar and packing the 
place out every Friday for their pains. They 
are a four piece, two men play guitars and 
two women are the rhythm section, and all 
three front-people sing lead at some stage. 
The drummer, the latest in a unique tradition 
of female bashers in Sydney (Friction, Alias 
and Subversion, all long dead girl-driven 
bands) makes Mia Farrow look like Meatloaf, 
but plays with a delicate touch and a bio 
beat on her fur lined drum_ kit_ and has 
much better hair do's than Ringo. The bass 
player who has been known to use the very 
unadorable psuedonym of Alligator Bag 
plucks with pedestrian skill and sings in any 
manner of effortlessly assumed voices from 
the weedy Nashville-via-Tamworth twang of 
City Divorce For A Country Bride" to the 
brainless whine of a punked-up "My City of 
Sydney," (an old Tommy Leonetti ballard 
with aspirations to civic anthem status, in­
terstaters.) Her lead on "Pretty Little Angel 
Eyes" is for my dollar the highlight of the set 
— melancholy and coolly understated. 
Elsewhere her backing vocals hit the spot 
when you expect it least. Nice melodies 
shame about the words.
The males are a bit plain by comparison, 
although- the lead singer does his best to 
ingratiate himself on the collective psyche by 
telling dreadful, largely inaudible, anecdotes 
between songs and reciting the same smart 
intros to songs week after week. He goes on a 
bit. The other guitar-slinger tucked away in a 
comer indulges himself also, but rather less 
smarmily. Nothing to get worked up about, 
says he mopping his brow, as its all in the 
name of fun, but there are more subtle funny­
men than these chaps and I'm sure we'd all be 
happier if the patter were pruned. As 
comedians they make great guitarists — the 
songs stand or fall ( almost always the former) 
on the impressive strength and variety of the 
triple-fronted vocals, so the guitars take 
something of a back seat, subdued in volume 
(hooray) but with a driving twang that lends 
the Capris considerably more punch than yer 
acme boppers, and maybe more importantly 
a nicely untraditional ignorance of pat in­
fluences. No Chuck Berry licks, mersey-beat 
de ja vu nor, worse luck, psychedelic in­
vention, but a solid '70's pop that while not as 
genuinely clever as the B'52's, is strong 
enough to weather comparisons with "Plastic 
Letters" era Blondie. Yeah, that unevenly 
good.
Evidently the Capris pre-occupation with 
lyrical mini-dramas harks back to their spell 
in the Theatrical world, something they seem 
to have survived otherwise intact (they're no 
Jimmy and the Boys in the over-compensation 
stakes, thank god). I find it difficult to pin­
point exactly what I find so disorienting about 
the self-contained novelette set to music, 
except that when in the space of two hours XL 
Capris cover everything from suicidal taxi- 
drivers to skylab to K-Tel consumerism to the 
death of Johnny O'Keefe, it all gets rather too 
droll and shallow, sheer quantity of subject 
matter stuffing the life out of the set. In­
dividually they'd probably sound fine (a2JJ 
studio recording of the Skylab song, a song 
they've promised not to play again due to its 
inbuild obsolescence, sounded great on the 
radio for the few days it was relevant) but 
strung together one after the other it comes 
across as a slightly confusing singing Sunday 
Paper. Novelty music is a pain, novelty lyrics 
are only marginally better because they don't 
lend themselves very gracefully to blurry 
P.A.'s, and while the Capris intelligently 
avoid combining the two, they can still be 
pretty bloody awful when they try. The song I 
have in mind is a kind of butch "Are you 
Being Served", with a particularly coy 
elevator sequence that drags on for 5 and 
more minutes, an unrepresentatively sluggish 
piece that, as it is always slotted in at the end 
of the last set, leaves a considerably dulled 
edge on the evening. Beats me why it and the 
only marginally less daft "Dead Budgie" are 
saved for the Big Finish, but then it beats me 
why they play them at all.
Still the Sydney scene is badly in need of 
some colour and for all their cumbersome 
world-views and soggy jokes, XL Capris are 
great in a chummy low-key way. The music is 
high-grade nasty bop and at least they're not 
singing about sex or drugs and rock & roll. 
Judging by their audiences — made up blue 
rinse boys, handbag toting typists, and the 
usual surfies as well as normal (ha) people all 
cautiously rubbing shoulders the Capris have 
got the potential to be as huge as it is possible 
to get in the pubs. Sound Unlimited look out.
— Peter Nelson
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R O A D R U N N RLEYTON BUZZARDS
STOP ME IF YOU'VE HEARD THIS BEFORE excellent singles.
The Leyton Buzzards should be the big 
new band of 1979 . . .  oh alright, m aybe 
1980. The soon-to-be-famous four began 
their post punk progress about a  year 
ago in London's grotty East End.
I'm a sucker for performers with a sense of 
humour. And that's the most interesting 
aspect of the Leyton Buzzards. Their lyrics 
are obviously funny, but so is their music; 
which uses crazy cliches in melody, timing 
and even voice production. They are a punk 
derivative but the conventional line-up 
(vocalist, lead guitar, bass and drums) draws 
also from more diverse sources. And the 
Buzzards are great live. They play with 
energy and enjoyment but no frills unless you 
count the lead singer, Geoff's lurid pink vinyl 
trousers.
/ am 19, out o f my h ea d  
l  am 19, getting on for d ead  
1 am 19 don't know what to do 
f  won't reach  20 an d  1 don't want to.
No dry ic e  or flying p igs  
At a  Leyton Buzzards g ig
So far they have managed to produce three
The first single, "19 And Mad" (seems a bit 
odd now from the ageing Buzzards) was 
released on an independent label. Small 
Wonder.
But the Leyton Buzzards guickly em­
barrassed themselves by winning a BBC 
Radio One band competition and were of- 
fereda a contract by Crysalis. With Crysalis 
they released "Saturday Night Beneath The 
'Plastic Palm Trees" which charted in 
England, got the critics' nod and despite all 
that was wonderful. "Hanging Around", their 
third single has recently been released. It is 
also great and features their roadie, Matthew, 
on the B-side.
Rock Against Racism was largely respon­
sible for helping them along in the early days, 
when gigs were scarce.
"In the beginning we didn't have a lot of 
work and we got work from RAR. To such an. 
extent that now we're paying them back. We 
also play for them because it's a cause we 
aprove of . . . the good thing about RAR is 
that it's not a mass of theories that you've got 
to fall in line with, it's just one basic thing that 
the four of us agree with, so we do 
it . . .  " Also giving the Buzzards support 
was a BBC Radio One disc jockey, John Peel.
" . . .  He has been more responsible than 
any other one person for breaking us, I 
reckon. Right from our first little record, he 
has not stopped playing'us — he's given us 
sessions — he's done the lot . . .
I spoke to three of the Leyton Buzzards: 
Dave Jaymes, the bassist; Kevin Steptoe, the 
drummer; and Geoff Deane, the vocalist who 
explained how the band see themselves: 
Geoff: "We're like the Clash with a sense of 
humour. We couldn't go out and do the sort of 
stuff the Clash do seriously cos, I think (this 
probably sounds arrogant), we're slightly 
more intelligent. I couldn't go out honestly 
and seriously do that sort of thing hoping to
get anywhere. I'd feel like I was acting a 
little bit, cos I think it's probably a little bit 
futile. We know what we're up against and we 
know what we're trying to do — but there is a 
little bit of tongue-in-cheek most of the time". 
Of course, this revelation was made at a 
weak moment. We'd been drinking for about 
an hour in a very seedy pub. I was speaking 
to the Buzzards a couple of hours before a 
gig. The lead guitarist Vernon Austin had 
mysteriously disappeared after the sound 
check.
Flashing around for "influences", I mostly 
promoted discussion on what they didn't like. 
Geoff: "I personally detest the vast majority of 
what they call new music — synthesised 
music. I think it's very boring . . .  far more 
boring than anything it's out to replace". 
Dave: "My favorite band is lead, bass, drums 
and a lead singer who doesn't play an in­
strument".
Geoff: "Yeah, I've never heard a synthesised 
group get emotional or humourous or 
anything like that, it's sort of 'too mechanical 
— records are the best medium for a syn­
thesised group. Not live performances. It's so 
boring and so fucking predictable".
While we sat at our formica-topped table 
overlooking the dart board, Abba wafted from 
the juke box.
Geoff: "England IS the centre of the world's 
music. I don't know why",
Kevin: "Always struck me as funny for such a 
little country".
Geoff: "Yeah, I know, but I don't think there 
can be any question of it. Whatever sort of 
music . . . well, the vast majority it seem- 
s . . .apart from the blues . . . "
Dave: "Well, all contemporary music, 
anyway — you can't talk about other things". 
Well. I wasn't really getting anywhere in my 
musical dissection of the Leyton Buzzards. 
The conversation became drunker and 
meandered onto religion, in the guise of "The 
Story Of Brian". It's the latest movie by the 
"Python" crew. The Buzzards share a sound 
studio with them.
And before I could stop it we'd got onto 
politics. A couple of the lads were not pleased 
by the Thatcher victory.
(^off: "The working class vote that the Tories 
got this time was massive. It's laughable. The 
amount of people who are going to suffer 
under the Tories who voted for them . . .  I 
thought, 'you silly bastards'. I was glad that 
the Tories got in cause I want to see them all 
suffer. I really do. And I don't think they'll get 
in again for another 30 odd years". 
Dave: "There's going to be power cuts. Let 
the silly bastards freeze. Unfortunately, we've 
got to as well".
Geoff: "We'll be rich by then, so fuck ,'em".
At least they're optimistic about making it. 
The Leyton Buzzards are a good band, they 
deserve to make it. They work hard at it, 
s,truggling without a manager.
Geoff: "CXir senses of humour are reasonably 
in tune . . .  I think that with us three at least 
— it's different with Vernon because he 
joined as a musician — we probably put our 
friendship before the band'.
Dave: "I'm really glad it's like that. I can't 
imagine playing* with a group of musician-
— ANNE JONES
QUEENSLAND
There's something peculiar about winter in 
Queensland. It seems to blunten creativity 
and destroy the resolve of the people up here. 
Not that it ever gets very cold — probably 
we've all been spoilt by the sunshine or 
something. I don't know, but who wouldn't 
rather watch a movie repeat on T.V. than go 
to see some little band playing their hearts out 
to a dozen people? But when you think about 
it, records like "(I'm) Stranded" (the Saints), 
"Sunset Strip" (the Riptides) and "Le Remick" 
(the Gobetweens) really don't mean a think 
when taken in a winter context. I never fully 
grasped the meaning of the Saints "(I'm) 
Stranded" album until one sunny afternoon, I 
was hanging out my washing in the backyard 
of a rented Paddington (Brisbane) house and 
the Saints first album was blasting at me from 
the speakers inside. Anyway, enough said. 
Winter in Brisbane is dull — few bands, fewer 
gigs and hardly any venues. But despite 
the general gloominess, there are still a 
couple of new bands whose emergence shows 
promise of better things to come.
One band. Scrap Metal, have recently been 
putting in some pretty hectic sets. They're a 
young band (aren't they all) who look set to 
join Razar in the leading Brisbane's punk 
stakes. They play great headbanging music, 
not that that is much of a recommendation 
considering the current musical climate. But 
what does set them apart are a couple of tasty 
little originals included in their set. Their own 
songs are very much in a past-Buzzcocks 
vein, which isn't meant as any sort of
criticism, far from it. What better influence to 
acknowledge than the writing of Pete 
Shelley? (Iwould say without reservation that 
the Buzzcocks have produced the seven 
greatest pop singles of this century. That's a 
personal judgement but 1 stand by it).
The main problem with Scrap Metal at the 
moment is that these originals are too few and 
far between. It's a common problem which 
seems to afflict local bands. They think they 
can peddle cover versions of current songs 
and be somehow relevant. And even when 
Scrap Metal attack a pre-punk song, they 
choose such hoary old beasts as "Substitute" 
and "Route 66". However, the potential is 
there. They have a fine lead guitarist/singer 
and the rest of the band are no slouches 
either. If only they could produce a few more 
good originals and discard those redundant 
cover versions and they could develop into 
something guite good.
Another new band currently working very 
hard around Brisbane are the Apartments. 
Their set also features an abundance of cover 
versions — but somehow they do it better 
than anyone else. For a start they are 
unashamedly sixties influences, sort of like 
Brisbane's answer to the Flamin Groovies.
They select their songs with great care, so 
the feel of their set is very cohesive and when 
they crank it up they are a great little dance 
band. Visually, singer#guitarist Peter Walsh 
is the focus, whilst the rest of the band seem to 
implode around him. They're all jangling 
guitars and tight little harmonies with the two
guitarists sharing the lead work. Peter Walsh 
takes the stage to one side, sings with an 
impassioned voice and executes little dance 
steps on the spot. Occassionally when he feels 
like, he lets rip with a searing lead break. On 
a song like "Pretty Flamingo", Walsh's vocals 
are great and wrenches feeling out of an old 
song which I never knew it had in the first 
place. But once in a while he attempts 
something like "No Milk Today", and gets 
totally out of his depth. Something for them to 
watch. They should recognize their 
limitations, because when they do falter on a 
song they can't handle, it definitely detracts 
from their set. Still, they're fun, and on the 
Friday 13, opening of Splitz Enz and the 
Riptides infront of 2500 people, they were 
right in their element. Of course, until they 
come up with some really good self-penned 
numbers, they'll never be much more than a 
support act. But even now there's definitely a 
musical niche for them in Brisbane, and on a 
good night, there are few better good time 
dance bands around.
Now I've saved the best for last. By far the 
most original new band around and easily my 
favourite local group, are the Poles and they 
come from Corinda. Just as an aside, Corinda 
is a rather faceless Brisbane suburb which 
inexplicably threw up the Saints almost five 
years ago. Singer Scott Bolan, bassist Joe 
Bakowski and guitarist and songwriter Mick 
Tate were all part of the Saints' in crowd when 
that band played parties at their crashpad on 
Petrie Terrace, long before "(I'm) Stranded" 
w ^everrecorded^U fsnotsurgrism
that their music often has much of the feel of 
Saints material. And their sound itself? Well, 
I can only describe it as being halfway 
between the Saints and the Shadows. Left 
handed Mick Tate playing an upside down 
fender Telecaster, scratches out heaps of 
Hank B. Marvin style guitar riffs while Scott 
Bolan dead pans his way through the songs. 
•Then just as you wish he'd even blink, he 
breaks into a bizarre dance routine, like the 
singer on the Racey film clip and we're away 
again.
Mike Tate writes excellent songs and he 
writes with a lot of pop sensibility. There's one 
called "Coolangatta Stomp" (who's heard of 
the Gold Coast?) which is pure surfie music 
and another haunting James Bond riff style 
song called "Spys". Almost every song 
sounds like it could be single material and 
they're all great dance tunes. Its a pity things 
are as they are in Brisbane at the moment. 
With the closure of the Queens and the 
general lack of venues arownd town, I only 
hope the Poles haven't missed the boat. They 
certainly deserve sucess, but gaining ex­
posure is going to be hard from now on. Mick 
says they don't plan to record their own 
single. He says the day of the independent 
single is past and a record contract is what 
they are aiming at. In a way I guess he's right. 
Independent singles stakes are really hotting 
up. Perhaps it would be worth their while 
though getting down on plastic. Either way, 
Australian rock fans deserve to hear the Poles 
and the Poles deserve to be heard.
— Scot Matheson
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JULIE BURCHILL AND TONY PARSONS 
GIBBER T o  KERI PHILLIPS AT  
BILLERICAY 18/6/79
RR: Ok, w ell let's start off talking about 
the New M usical Express. For people 
who've never read NME con you briefly 
describe it?
TP: Well it's the biggest selling music paper 
in the world. It does 186,000 copies a week. 
It's ready by 2 million people and it's made its 
name by being really irreverent and 
outrageous and not having a kind of wide 
eyed, drooling look about it that the majority 
of papers about music have. And thiat's why 
we were hired. To encapsulate that stance 
and do it ourselves and be like a thorn in the 
side of the music industry and just wild 
rock'n'rollers, outlaws and all that sort of 
thing. Lately the paper has got a bit more 
frightened — since we got a new editor — 
and a bit more scared of annoying CBS or 
EMI and a bit more afraid of upsetting bands.
I think it's lost its sparkle a bit lately. And 
there's what they call the new positivism 
going around the office, which means don't 
upset anybody, don't put anybody's back up. 
RR: What sort of people do you th ii^  
read NME?
JB: Middle class kids and rock fans in 
general. Most of them I think are middle class 
but like misfit working class kids would read it 
and they're the people that it's most valuable 
to get to. Loads of kids, espjecially in the north 
of England and Scotland feel that because the 
music scene is still London concentrated, 
although there's like a load of bands from the 
provinces, the paper is their only link with 
what they look upon as civilisation. They 
really are desperate and loyal about the 
paper.
RR: One of the other argum ents that 
seems to go on g  lot in the letters page is 
about heavy m etal and punk and there 
seem s to be a  lot of criticism  by people 
that the NME has latched  on to a ll that 
new wove stuff and ignored or poured 
shit on heavy m etal.
TP: Yeah, you always get those accusations. 
It's interesting talking about football and then 
talking about that because that kind of 
mentality — when kids believe in heavy metal 
or punk like it's Roman Catholicism, that's 
like a really stupid mornoic attitude. 1 iike a 
couple of heavy metal records. I don't like the 
entire thing. I think it's pretty limiting and 
pretty pointless but so's punk. It's good if you 
can.do something like the Pistols did with it 
and it could be like the greatest en­
tertainment you've ever had in your life but 
there's thousands and thousands of really dire 
punk records released. But I can't subscribe 
to that attitude (mimics) WHY'RE YOU 
SLAGGING OFF HEAVY METAL or PUNK'S 
RUBBISH YOU MORON or MORE QUO AND 
LIZZY IN THE PAPER. That's just pathetic and 
it's pathetic whether it's someone writing a 
letter who's got cropped purple hair or 
dandruff down his posterior.
stink even worse when we leave because our 
disruptive influence can only be missed. 
RR:. Julie, con you tell us how you 
becam e involved in writing?
JB: I'd read the paper since I was 12 and I saw 
the same advert as Tony and I wrote to them 
and I sent something I'd written and they 
liked if and we went to be interviewed and 
stuff — and I dind't meet him till the morning 
we started. We started the same morning. 
TP: Romance blossomed.
JB: And they liked us both so much that 
although, originally it was only one job, they 
said they'd take us both on.
TP: (Dut of 5,000 appl;>
profound and part of the new underground. 
Pop music should be just like entertainment. 
A bit of fun. A laugh. I think we've gohe 
beyond the sixties mentality of thinking Edg&r 
Broughton is going to bring down the walls of 
Babylon. I don't expect the Clash or any of 
the young rebels to do that for me. If they 
make a good record, fair enough. I'll listen,to 
it and I'll say it's good if I'm wiring about it, 
but I don't believe we're going to get a 
revolution anymore.
RR: Did you ever b e liev e  that?
RR: Com you tell me hcv, you go about 
finding stories? Do you choose what you 
write about?
RR: Can you tell me how you 
involved in writing?
becam e
RR: Just som e of the letters 1 reod in dthe 
back of the paper it seem s that your 
readers hove a  very porticular thing that 
they're looking for. Just recently you hod 
an article on football ond I rem em ber o 
couple of w eeks loter there w ere m any 
letters from people say ing  "W hy did you 
do fthis?" .
TP: I think it's good that the paper does things 
outside music because music itself is a bit 
limiting. No one wants to pogo all day long. I 
think that it's good that we do other things like 
books and films and politics but I think the 
paper's gone a little too far in covering that 
stuff. I wouldn't have minded a really well 
written, good piece about football, but it was 
a boring piece. You can write a good article 
about a boring subject but a boring subject 
written about in a boring manner is just the 
kiss of death.
IB: Also I think the kids who buy our paper 
are buying it because they're alienated from 
that particular way of life, like football and 
going to really boring jobs dead early. I think 
they felt really betrayed.
TP: Well I've always written little stories ever 
since the time I was 4. When I was about ten 
or eleven I used to write for a football weekly 
and then I left school when I was 16 and I was 
working in Staf Wharf which is part of 
London's disused dockland now. I wrote a 
book about a year afterwards called 'The 
Kids' which took me three years to get 
published because Kingsley Amiss is not my 
father and I didn't have any contacts in the 
publishing world. When it got published I 
was working as a computer operator in a gin 
factory and they used to give us bottles of free 
gin. We used to do shifts from 10 o'clock at 
night till 8 in the morning and it was just 
horrific. It was really horrible and I always 
thought that after I had me book published I'd 
just be able to go off to the country and live in 
a cottage and be creative all day long. It 
didn't work out like that because New English 
Library who published the book had only 
given me a 6 percent royalty rate so I only 
made about 2 and 6 on the entire operation. 
Then the NME advertised for a new writer and 
I thought yeh that'd be good. Write about 
music and I thought that'd be a bit of a laugh 
and the idea of getting paid every week to 
write was incredible. So I applied for the job 
and I got it and now I'm quitting because I 
don't think you can make a career out of 
being a pop journalist. I think it's a really 
privileged position and I enjoyed doing it and 
I've got a lot ot affection tor the paper 
although I think it stinks at the moment. It'U
TP: Yeah we choose. If the paper has an 
interview coming up with somebody like Ian 
Ehary, or something we have an editorial 
meeting every Wednesday afternoon and 
they say 'Who wants to do it?' and you put 
your hand up and teacher says 'I don't think 
you'd be good doing this. Parsons' and you 
just discuss who'd be the best one to do it 
although now we pretty much do what we 
want to do.
RR: Yoa do a  lot of record reviewing and 
stuff like that in the paper and I've read 
reviews by both of you. C an you 
describe. Julie, w hat you try and do in 
your reviews?
JB: Well, I don't write features — I can't write 
them somehow — but there's something about 
reviews — you know exactly what you're 
trying to do in them. When I do record 
reviews I've got to fit all my comments in so I 
can't just talk about the music on that record. 
I try and talk about their career and stuff and 
their sensibilities. I try and I think and end 
up telling people, "don't buy this' record 
because it costs so much" mostly. Most of the 
records I buy are such rubbish. It's un­
fortunate that I do spend most of my life 
telling people "Don't buy this", but it's all I 
can do.
TP: Yeah, I certainly did when I started on t ^  
paper because when we started punk rock 
was just starting. This was the middle of '76 
and we started out the same time as bands like 
the Qash and the Pistols. All these people 
were starting out at the same time. We were 
all just like young pseople getting involved 
with the music industry and we didn't know 
anything about it. I was really fresh, naive, 
and idealistic. It was a bit dumb because We 
thought we were going to effect some sort of 
real change. I think it has changed a bit for 
the better and I think young kinds now are a 
bit smarter than kids who bought records tep 
years ago, even five years ago. I think there^s 
a bit more of an awareness about these kicfe.
RR: What sort of role do you think the 
Sex Pistols played, in  restrospect, in th ^  
movement? ?
RR; One of the things that must b e  an 
Incredible ordeal is the singleis: review 
page. How do you feel about that.?
TP: I really enjoy doing the singles page 
because you get 120 recCrds and you can juŝ  
review as many or as few as you iike as long 
as you fill that page up. It's good getting 
really out of your head when you're doing the 
singles page and getting on a different level 
of counsciousness, maaaaan. Taking like a 
load of drink and other stuff and you can just 
get in a real hilarious, whacky mood. I think it 
should be funny. I think the singles review 
page should be really short, funny, sharp and 
snappy . . .ju st like the NME writers, 
(laughs) There's not enough of that stuff in the 
paper. It's all these boring morons from 
Harlow School of Journalism being all
JB: Nothing would have happened withoiat 
them. You imagine now trying to get 
righteous about the Stranglers or the Damned 
and trying to build them into some kind pf 
clenched fist or something — believing them 
and trying to have a lifestyle that followed 
them. You'd just be ridiculous wouldn't yoixi? 
Trying to live like a Strangler or a Damnecir 
Most bands were just ridiculous. They talk 
about the Big Five — the Damned, the 
Stranglers, the Jam, the Clash and the Sex 
Pistols but there was only the Sex Pistols. Thf 
other four were mostly rubbish. /'
TP: I don't think the Sex Pistols would have 
happened without Rotten. Rotten was the real 
important one. And also McLaren. Although 
he's a creep and a really nasty little man he 
was important in that he wanted to turn the 
music industry upside down. He didn't have  ̂
much chance at all but he chanced upoh 
Rotten and Rotten chanced upon him. The,'' 
others were in it — Steve Jones is just like 
fat, heavy metal guitar hero, Paul Cook is a 
nice enough geezer, but he's not very bright.^ 
Sid Vicious was just a coward and a bully and? 
extremely stupid as anybody who gets in? 
volved with heroin has got to be and Glenn5' 
Matlock was just a middle class kid who'd^ 
been to art school and worked at Kings Road : 
on weekends. Stick all of them together and’/ 
what have you got? —Not very much no!?̂
. (laughs). It just all fell into place at the right 
time. It was just the right moment. Music .
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n^ded something to come along and give it a 
bit of life blood, give it a bit of new 
epbrgy . . . dumb idealistic kids. God it all 
seems so futile now.
IIR: What sort of role do you think the 
record industry played in the punk 
movement?
JB: They made a lot of money out of it. It was 
c^ite canny the way they picked up on it, 
some companies anyway. Some were very 
stupid, because there was a big rush six 
months after it was any good to sign 
everything up. There's an immense number 
of companies now who've got these bands on 
their hands and just don't know what to do 
with them.
TP: The smart ones picked up on punk earlier 
than the majority of the rock press. We used 
to get really deried and sneered at in the NME 
deices because we used to play Clash and 
Pistols records. They thought it was just 
ludicrous.
JB: Most of the staff were really horrible to us. 
T^ey used to do this massive, stupid, fake 
pbgo all through the office and really deride 
lis. Six months later it was, "Oh yeah, the 
Clash, I've been into them for years".
TP: It was just like your parents telling you 
"pow can you like that? I can't understand 
the words." It's exactly the same as that. God 
forbid that we should ever be like that when 
thpre's some new music that comes along that 
vfe don't understand and we're old dodderers 
ih' our wheelchairs. I guess we are like that 
i^ lly , but at least we're a bit funny about it. 
"^e papers were really slow picking up on it 
a^d like the companies they only picked up 
on it when they realised it wasn't going to go 
away and it was selling records and there was 
^  audience for it. They didn't have any 
choice but to pick up on it because that's what 
they're there for — to sell records or to sell 
papers. It don't matter if it's NME or EMI. 
piey're all after the same thing and that's 
^ a t 's  sickening about the music industry. If 
something does hapjDen everybody'll be 
<^ing "Oh wow man, I remember those early 
^gs, down the Nashville with the Pistols in 
front of two old people". And these people, 
wbien it really happened, they weren't there, 
^w n at the Roxy you never used to see any 
writers at all from the music papers. There 
Was a couple of dozen musicians maybe, in all 
bands, a couple of writers — you see 
everybody seemed to be doing something, 
lere was fanzines starting and kids starting 
leir own bands and making their own clothes 
^ d  everybody was doing something, kids 
:^king pictures and it wasn't an audience as 
^ c h . It was just everybody being involved in 
That's why all the ideas and ideals of it — 
do it yourself, don't just be content to 
en to my band or read my article or look at 
»’’my pictures — go and start something for 
;^urself and maybe it'll be better, were really
put into practice at the start.
RR: Was it a  working class thing?
JB: It was when it started off but it very 
guickly got picked up on by the young 
fashion set and sons and daughters of the well 
off. In the guite early days of the Clash their 
roadie was Sebastian Comran, son of 
Terrance and Shirley of Habitat (exclusive 
London design shop —Ed). And he thought 
he was very privileged to be a Clash roadie. 
All these rich kids felt really privileged to 
carry something for one of these yobs who 
they would have spat on a year previously. 
They picked up on it very quickly and were 
responsible for making it a silly, trivial thing 
but it was very working class when it started.
RR: W hat's yout ottitude to disco?
JB: Well, some of it's very good. I don't like it 
at the moment with the wholesale adoration of 
disco and people saying 'disco, oh great, 
groovy, the latest thing' and all swinging with 
the disco beat. I used to hate it when it was 'oh 
disco, you must be a moron' but I dislike it 
just as much now when people say if it's disco 
it must be great.
RR: What sort of bands do you like?
JB: I don't like any disco bands. I like in­
dividual disco records. I think Heatwave 
brought out a very good string of singles but I 
think they're not as good as they were. I like 
mostly individual female disco singers who 
put out one record and then disappear into 
oblivion. Most of disco does seem to be 
geared towards bringing out one massive 
masterpiece and then fading away again. I 
think that's as good a way as any for the pop 
scene to conduct itself — better than bringing 
out a string of indifferent things.
RRL Cai} you nam e some nam es?
JB: I like Eveyln King, Alicia Bridges. 1 like 
quite a lot of people really. 1 can't think of 
them at the moment.
RR; Tony, what do you think about disco 
music?
TP: VvVH [ agree with Julie. It was absurd 
ibo it . 1  year ago when everybody in the 
!Tiusic industry was saying 'Oh Gkid, disco'. It 
was like you were tieing a handkerchief on 
‘he top of your head . . . the majority of 
working class kids do tend to go to disco's. In 
England they do. I don't know what it's like in 
Australia. Oyer in England you do tend to go 
down to the disco. You don't go down to see a 
rock concert very often. More good songs 
come out of disco music than they do rock 
music I think but I think it'll just blow over, 
the disco thing. But the thing is a third of the 
profit made in the music industry last year 
was made from disco music.
RR: In some w ays rock journalists hove 
an  enormous omount of power in terms of 
making or breaking acts. What do you 
think about that?
TP: Yeah, you have got quite a bit of power. 
Like, I reviewed Sham 69 down at the Roxy 
one night. I thought it was a pretty good gig 
and gave it a good review. We counted how 
many people were in the audience — 12 or 
13, I can't remember. I gave it a good review 
and it was printed in the paper. They'd only 
ever had one mention and that from Julie 
some eighteen months or two years before 
that. We knew Jimmy Pursey all this time 
because he used to just come up to the office 
and talk to us and tell us how the band was 
going and how he ccxildn't get any reviews 
and stuff like that. He kept saying 'come and 
see us, come and see us' but I didn't really 
want to because I always say what I think and 
I didn't particularly want to think it was a pile 
of rubbish and then say it was because I knew 
that would really hurt his feelings. But I 
thought, he keeps asking for it so 111 do it. I 
thought it was pretty good. I wrote the review 
and I was walking down Oxford Street about a 
week later and Jimmy saw me and said 'Tony, 
come here'. He pulled me into this doorway 
and he said 'Thanks for your review. Look 
what it got me', and he pulled out a contract 
for 100,000 pounds with Polydor records. He 
said 'You'll be my best friend for life, Tony' 
and I said 'I reckon I bleeding well will be — 
100 grand'. So obviously you have that kind 
of power but it really spoiled old Pursey. He 
was sort of a likeable enough kid, not very 
bright but I couldn't really hold that against 
him but when he got famous and tried to be a 
^kesm an for an entire generation — trying 
to be the new Johnny Rotten was absurd and a 
little pathetic Like Cliff Richard taking off 
Elvis or Donovan doing Dylan. There was that 
difference between Pursey & Rotten. I think 
it galled him a bit and upset him that he 
couldn't be the new Johnny Rotten. He didn't 
have the equipment for it. Just like wrong 
place, wrong time and wrong person — apart 
from that he had everything going for him. 
So you do have a lot of power. It's one of the 
perks of the job but I think we used it in a 
righteous manner — it's very old testament 
power.
RR: Do you have anything you want to 
say Julie?
JB: Whereas Tony's power teroh to be 
constructive mine tends to be destructive.
Television, the American group, who broke 
up soon after the release of their seicond 
album, blamed it on the press. The thing Wds,
I was virtually the only person to give them a 
bad review. It was drastically bad. 1 was 
about ten paragraphs and they expected to 
get a whole page because they were the real 
king pins of the New York scene about that 
time and they broke up didn't they. It really 
shattered thern.
The Steve Gibbons band — about a year ago 
which was the height of their popularity. They 
were as popular as they were ever going to be
Jrxscause they were an old pub rock band. 
Anyway Steve Gibbons was starting to get a 
few reviews in papers and an article written 
about them here and there and they brought 
out this album which was called 'Down in the 
Bunker'. I think they expected it to be really 
seized upon and exalted. And it was by a few 
other papers who thought it was their finest 
moment but I didn't like it. I thought it was 
just a bit too rambustious and I said so in this 
review which was quite bitchy really and 
about a week later their manager killed 
himself.
RR: Ccm you just tell us what you think 
about the London scene a t the moment? 
TP: I think the London scene at the moment is 
really awful, pitiful and pathetic. There was 
so much happening during punk that even 
thouqh.it's finished people are trying to act as 
though it's still going on. People would be 
better staying behind closed doors at the 
moment and being creative and getting ready 
to start something new because basically it’s 
just the dregs at the moment. I'm quite op­
timistic about music in general because I 
think people are starting to believe in records 
much more than individual personalities and 
bands. The majority of bands do make bad 
records but you'* might get a tew peof ilt. ?hat 
have their odd inspired moment. People can 
believe in that odd inspired moment on seven 
inches of vinyl much better than supporting 
them as though they were Manchester Uniteci 
— like, my team right or wrouv;.
RR: What about you Julie?
JB: I think the same thing. I think the live 
scene is very grey, industrial and quite sad 
and pretentious but I think the record 
business is gettin quite good and there's loads 
of good records. Everytime I look at the charts 
there's about two new records in there every 
week that are very good. I think the record 
scene and the live scene will carry on going 
their separate ways and the record scene will 
get more creative and the live scene get more 
and more boring as more and more kids 
realise they'd prefer to be doing something of 
their own than just being an audience for 
someone else's prattlings.
TP: That's what we've kept from punk really. 
We're against audiences. I'm not against 
people being fans because we're fans but 
we're against the audience mentality. The 
function of the audience just being there to be 
entertained and applaud. That's fine if 
something's good but I think it's a bit sat that 
people can like stuff so much and have no 
desire to do something of their own. It doesn't 
matter what it is — whether you want to be a 
musician, be a photographer, be a writer, 
want to write about stuff in your own little 
fanzine — at least people were doing 
something a couple of years ago and they're 
not now. It's just encore, encore. People 
should remember that. Don't be content to be 
an audience. Don't be content with that.
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Young Modern are no more. Two hundred 
and two shows. That's all. Less than two years. 
They've left one single — She's Got The 
M oney/Automatic — which less than 800 of 
you 'music lovers' possess.
The last night was just as it should have 
been. A fitting epitaph. Saturday night at 
Rags (formerly Cheguers) which 
distinguishes itself by being 'potentially' the 
best rock'n'roll venue in Sydney — at the 
moment it's just a depressing home for late 
night drunks, punk posers, bar staff and other 
assorted oddments who lack the sense to be 
■home watching television. It's painted black 
from floor to roof. This Saturday, Young 
Modern are headliners. And so they should 
be — Rod Stark and the Ravers, XL Capris 
and Ward 13 are hot contenders for the 
direst, most overblownly insipid, bands 
•Sydney can muster. Why bands persist in 
archaic recreations of monotonous three 
chord rock (not 'n'roll) with unintelligible 
vocals and as much variation as the scenery 
between Adelaide and Perth, continually 
escapes me.
Anyway Young Modern come on at 2 am. 
Fanfuckingtastic! A few figures dot the walls, 
probably too pissed to go home, some guy'ŝ  
chucked and fallen asleep in the men's and 
there's less than fifty people in the whole 
place. After thirty minutes of Young Mods it's 
down to thirty. Representatives of their 
management. Dirty Pool, are conspicuous by 
their absence. Not to worry — it's a typical 
Sydney gig for Young Modern. They play 
well, a bit ragged but it feels OK. Con­
cessions to the last night are made as a bottle 
of wine gets passed around the stage. A few 
people dance, John Dowler wanders into the 
audience to sing a few numbers like an 
ageing cabaret act, they play all their hits — 
R ed Dress On\ Sportsgirl, Singer Not The 
Song, Big Beat, even Wanna Be A Radio 
Birdman, New Wave, Satisfaction, Mr 
Tambourine Man, a few others and that's it. 
It's kind of funny thinking it's the last time 
you'll see them. Like the last minutes at the 
airport before someone leaves. Tonight it's 
kinda funny . . . and kinda pathetic.
Ya see, like a few other people in this 
country I consider Young Modern one 
of the finest Australian bands I've ever heard. 
I don't like much rock'n'roll and I get excited 
by even less but here was a band that I 
wanted to see, a band 1 wanted to see on 
Countdown, a band I wanted to see make 
albums, a band wanted to see 'make it' in the 
fickle business of rock'n'roll and the odd 
thing was that all along, I think I knew they 
never would. But what's wrong with dumb 
idealism? Why not believe in magic, in the 
impossible — maybe dreams do come true 
Virginia.
I believe Young Modern did want to make it. 
They wanted to be stars. But they wanted the 
golden apple on their terms and as you know 
from reading RAM and watching COUNT­
DOWN, short, memorable pop tunes without 
a disco based rhythm section are not going to 
get there. And unless you're an Angels, or 
Chisel clone the chances aren't all that great
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on the live scene either. Young Modern were 
destined for failure before they started. 'Theirs 
was the product of a pop music ethos 
lamentably long finished. A belief in radio 
music when radio has long since stopped 
being an exciting, vibrant medium. A belief 
that the spirit of the Beatles, Stones, Byrds, 
Masters, Easybeats, Vibrants and their ob­
scure offspring could be resurrected by an 
Australian band in the late seventies when a 
desire to sing and hum catchy choruses about 
girls, (innocent) love, and lost love is long 
gone and finds its expression in the vicious 
masochismo of Cold Chisel offshoots. Ours is
the time of depression, paranoia, fear and 
degeneration perfectly expressed in the 
repetition and pounding of the Angels' 
sociology. Fuck it then. Who cares anyway? 
Why all the fuss about another rock'n'roll 
band? Minorities are there to stay that way. If 
they can't appeal to mass conscigusness what 
justification is there for their existence?
Fuck radio, television and record companies 
for making us what we are today. Slaves 
to their conception of youth, morals, art, 
music, whatever.
Young Modern it is the singer not the song.
It's not worth going into the Young Modern 
history here. If you're interested try chasing 
up:
Young Modern by Donald Robertson in 
ROADRUNNER Issue No. I (yep, tliey were 
there at the start).
All In G ood Taste — The John Dowler In­
terview  with M ichael Hope in 
ROADRUNNER, December/January issue 
last year.
My own Who Says Oz Has No Potentially 
Great Young Bands? in RAM No. 109 
February 9, 79. — Stuart Coupe
We interrupt this break in  transm ission for a programme.”
Cabaret without Liza Minelli or Joel Gray (or 
Tony Monopli) hits town at the Princes 
Berkeley Hotel in Hindley Street in late 
August and early September.
Now this isn't Berlin of the Weimar Period, 
nor Hollywood's version of it, traditional 
vaudeville, cabaret Dada, nor yet again Olde 
Kings Music Hall or Dirty Dick's; but it has 
the best elements of those.’
5MMM-FM is organising the six nights of 
theatre-restaurant cabaret as a fund-raiser 
aiming specifically at getting money to erect 
its tower and transmission hut in the Adelaide 
hills. Our crises is that we need these before 
we go to air and before we can erect them 
we need money — $3000! Solution: a new 
and exciting concept in fund-raising; staging 
cabaret.
Cabaret Communigue is to be a pot-pourri 
of local talent. Rallying to our cause per­
formers have (?ome from all parts of town, 
from different spheres and generations. Acts 
range from the more esoteric art per­
formance, through minimal dance, on to 
mime; political satire and comedy, slapstick 
comedy with clowns and of course a fair 
sprinkling of music and songs.
Sound titillating? We hope so, and we're 
working very hard to present you with an 
innovative and scintillating evening of exotic 
entertainment. From the original idea of 
Mandy Salomon's (Yartz co-ordinator) a 
production committee has formed and 
organisers see the event as an opportunity for 
the new Cabaret Theatre to find a place in
Adelaide's night life. They are quick to draw 
analogies to the new Rock and Roll movement 
and see it as complementing the station's 
progressive music policy.
Venue, acts, dates and publicity are all 
finalised. The programme at present includes 
nearly a dozen different acts, several of which 
are unique to our cabaret, not generally 
performed around town. So you have a rare 
opportunity of seeing some unusual examples 
of Adelaidean inspiration.
Who said Adelaide was dull? We are 
specially fortunate in having Eugene 
("Raggs") Ragghianti to act as compere. The 
format will be two one hour brackets 
separated by intermission with supper and 
time afterwards to get into the act yourselves 
courtesy of the Bombay Rock disco machine. 
The venue is the first floor of the Princes 
Bereley Hotel in Hindley Street. It is an in­
timate space well suited to this style of 
performance, and seats approximately 90 
pwple, so book early!
The dates are August 27th-29th and Sep­
tember 3rd-5th, that is Monday to Wednesday 
of two consecutive weeks. The charge is $6.00 
per person, and includes supper. The first 
night however, is GALA NIGHT, something 
along the lines of a Charity premiere. This is 
an occasion specially designed for those 
people who would love to support the station 
but don't "have the time." You now have an 
opportunity of doing so financially whilst 
enjoying the exiting first night, and knowing 
you are making this an outstanding financial 
success. There will be a few special trim­
mings, a guest "artiste" and a sumptuous
smorgasbord, and wine courtesy of Gillian's 
Restaurant.
Cost for this night with the stars is $20 per 
person, and it is essential to book in advance. 
'This can be done by contacting the station by 
Friday August 24th. Otherwise we hope to see 
you on 28th, 29th, or 3rd, 4th or 5th at 8 p.m.
Tickets can be bought from the station, and
again, pre-booking is strongly advised.
If you are burning with desire to contribute 
your talent to the act, then volunteer as 
waiting, kitchen or door staff. Again at the 
station — or phone 42 7911, before the 24th.
-  KATHIE MUIR/MANDY SALOMON 
Any specific donations to the tower fund will 
be gratefully accepted at the station.
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Your Host-
Eugene (Raggs) Ragghianti 
comedy-song - dance ~ci reus 
Princess Berkeley Hotel 8prn 
Aug 27-28-29 ★ ★  Sept 3 -4 -5  
$6 Show & Supper
Bookings Mbaret commun iquehotline42 7911
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DR.FEELGOOD.MODELS -  CRYSTAL 
BALLROOM. JULY 14.
To tell the truth, I hadn't been terribly in­
terested in Dr. Feelgood since their third (and 
first live) album of 1976, "Stupidity".
A group like Dr. Feelgood can only go so 
far, and after two excellent, if flawed, albums, 
"Down By The Jetty" and "Malpractice" they 
finally 'got it right' with "Stupidity". Recorded 
live it captured everything that was good 
about E)r. Feelgood. After "Stupidity" it 
seemed rather pointless looking to Dr. 
Feelgood for much more, as it appeared 
they'd realised their full potential. And Wilko 
• Johnson's departure, hot long after that, only 
made them all the less attractive.
So, when it was announced that. Dr. 
Feelgood would be touring this country I 
sighed and thought to myself that if was yet 
another case of flogging a dead l^rse, as 
Australian promoters are wont to do. I'd 
heard the Feelgood's recent singles, and 
even though I -found it hard to actually 
criticize them, they just didn't excite me the 
way that Wilko-vintage Feelgood's records 
did.
But Dr. Feelgood's debut Australian gig, at 
the Crystal Ballroom, dispelled any 
unreasonable prejudice I might have had 
against them.
What I think I'd overlooked is the fact that 
Dr. Feelgood are essentially a live act — to 
see them on stage (in a pub) is to see them in 
their true environment — and irrespective of 
who's playing guitar, if they can show me a 
good time then they're still a valid, going 
concern.
Wilko's playing lent the group not one 
ounce of vitality that endeared them to me in 
the first place. Mayo's ultimately, as effective 
as Wilko was, the. John Sparks/Big Figure 
rhythm section is as bouncy as their stomachs 
are, and Lee Brilleaux's blowing, belching 
and bellowing is in as fine form as ever.
It must be said, however, that Brilleaux's 
charisma does seem to have lessenned 
somewhat (without the foil of Wilko's 
presence it's something like Jagger without 
Richard), but now the group is more of a total 
unit; no one (or two) member(s) steal the 
limelight — it's a four-pronged attack.
Their set ran the gamut of Feelgood's 
favorites, old and new — not all of which J 
can remember, due to my slightly inebriated 
condition, but I can say with certainty that 
"Going Back Home", "Back In The Nicjht" 
(for which Brilleaux donned a guitar and 
played slide), "Milk And Alcohol", "Down At 
The Doctors", "She's A Wind Up", "Every 
Kind Of Vice" and Wilson Pickett's "Ninety- 
Nine And A Half (Won't Do)" were there — 
and they were all as enthusiastically received 
as they were played.lt was only when they 
slowed down to do a blues — "Don't Lie To 
Me" — that the Feelgoods revealed their 
limitations. Neither Mayo or Brilleaux are 
great blues interpreters in the traditional 
sense, and though the rythym section han­
dled it's chores quite competantly, it could 
have done with more resonance. But Dr. 
Feelgood are a rock'n'roll group, not blues 
masters, and I'm prepared to accept their 
excursion into this territory as an excuse for a 
breather, because they surely enough 
deserved one.
From that point on though, until the con­
clusion of the encore — "Riot In Cell Block 
No.9" (it had to come) and, appropriately 
enough, "The Blue:-'Had A Baby" — it was 
some of the roughest, toughest, as the 
Feelgoods themselves describe it, 'straight- 
ahead rock'n'roll/R&B I've ever heard in a 
Melbourne pub.
If nothing else. Dr. Feelgood 'sweat'. And 
that alone is a rare treat.
You really can't hear music like this 
anywhere in Australia, for all of our Falcons 
and Sports. The nearest equivalent I can 
think of is Sydney's now-defunct Wasted 
Daze, who, on a good night, really jumped 
the way Dr. Feelgood do.
Now, a group like Wasted Daze would've 
made a perfect Support act, rather than the 
Models, who eventually landed the job. 
Actually, I was surprised to see the Models, 
because I'd heard rumours that they'd broken 
up. Apparently they did, but have since re­
formed, although I would't put much faith in 
this present arrangement, as rumours that 
their final break-up is imminent still persist. 
Will the Models break-up? Will anyone 
care?
Throughout their relatively short career, the 
Models have probably been one of 
Melbourne's hardest working groups, and as 
such have built up quite a reputation/ 
following for themselves. I'd seen them 
several times myself, but I remained un­
convinced, This performance did nothing to 
change that opinion.
It's not as if there's anything particularly 
'wrong' with the Models their songs, if 
samey, are well constructed and they do have 
catchy melodies, and their playing is all that 
those songs demand - I just find it all rather 
trite.
Shaun Kelly is the front man the group 
deserve. He's totally inoffensive, even in the 
face of his pretensions. Kelly's playing the 
Pop Star role to the hilt, indeed, if he leaves 
the Models, he should embark on a career 
aimed at the Countdown market, because for 
that he's perfect fodder,' what with his pretty- 
boy good looks and carefully tousled ap­
pearance. If Billy Idol can do it, why can't 
Shaun Kelly?
Throughout the Models set, I was just 
waiting for Kelly's precariously perched beret 
to fall off. But of course it didn't (it was 
probably pinned there), and that, I think is 
indicative of what I don't like about the 
Models — that they're contrived, and 
predictable.
Thankfully, however they didn'4 dampen# 
anyone's enthusiasm, least of all my own, for 
Dr. Feelgood, who were the reason everyone 
was there anyway.
— Clinton Walker
SECRET POLICE
On a cold St. Kilda Tuesday night, the 
sound of Secret Police rises and falls in the 
corridors of the rambling Sea view Hotel. 
Uostqirs in the Crystal Ballroom, there must 
be all of twenty people gathered in the big 
room where the big chandeliers are symbols 
of a homely sort of decadence. It's not the sort 
of audience that a band with a rising if 
nebulous Melbourne reputation can be happy 
with, but there's no slackening of energy in 
the sound being pumped up by the five 
musicians up on the high stage.
Nailing down Secret Police's sound is a hard 
task, though the manner in which they 
arrange its components soon grabs the ear. 
The two guitarists alternate spaces and spikey 
lines, the rhythm section is enthusiastic if 
brittle while sax player Peter Lindley supplies 
depth and colouring to fine effect; on the 
long resonant "Marquis de Sade," his solo 
fills the almost empty room with possibilities.
"Marquis de Sade" (and most of Secret 
Police's repertoire) was written by Roger 
Hart, a small engaging person who shares 
guitar with Andrew Callendar and does most 
of the singing. He and Lindley were in the 
Cruisers, who were creating a promising 
racket toward the end of Carlton rock's 
golden age, and they've perservered through 
a couple of Police lineups; the present one is 
a few months old and improving by the week.
Hart is one of the few distinctive songwriters 
flourishing on the Melbourne scene at the 
moment; recurrent themes in his songs are 
the pains of getting older ("Grow up", one of 
the band's more memorable dance songs, 
includes a defiant chorus that claims ". . but 
the world is ten years old. . ") life after dark, 
and paranoia of a mild sort. He claims Bruce 
Springsteen has had an influence, something 
I couldn't hear at first, but the stamp of the 
World's Most Influential songwriter comes 
through in the subtle forward drive of several 
numbers, with mid-period Bowie licks also 
coming through on occasion.
His best songs are less hectic than the too- 
similar succession of rockers that comprise 
the night's last set. "Everybody Looks Lovely 
At Night" is an ambiguous piece of 
reggaefied carnival music, and "Civilized 
Man" is equally haunting, with a chorus that 
hits like one of Ray Davies' finer efforts.
Secret Police's lack of complacency will 
eventually enable them to win through, but 
they don't intend to become pop stars by force 
feeding audiences. There's depth to their 
music that's lacking in more visible con­
temporaries like the Models or the Aliens, 
and they have a refreshing ability to connect 
directly with their audience. There may be a 
single on the way when they feel they have 
something to offer possibly produced by 
Lobby Loyde. In the meantime see them when 
you can.
— Adrian Ryan
THE POLICE -  THE LYCEUM LONDON
Summer time is Concert time in London, 
and in this tenth anniversary year of The 
Stones in Hyde Park and Woodstock, amongst 
other hippie memorabilia, we've had our fair 
share of Events. First up was The Police at the 
Lyceum, in 2 sellout concerts on the tail-end 
of their U.K. tour, supported by Bobby 
Henry and a band from New York City, 
the Cramps.
Bobby Henry were OK — a band with a solid 
reputation (always an extremely dangerous 
thing to have these days) and moderate 
success around town, they played unad­
venturous and vaguely interesting music to a 
crowd that vrged on being involved. Apart 
from sounding .a bit like a clone of Televison 
(the lead singer/guitarist was sporting a Tom 
Verlaine hairdo) they sound^ sufficiently 
musical and had just the right lack of stage 
presence to justify their position as opening 
act on a big bill. At the end of their set,' 
people were actually passing opinions as to 
what their best song was, so their efforts were 
obviously not wasted.
No such reasonable attitude could be 
adopted towards The Cramps, a band of 
infinite trend with nowhere to go. They filed 
onstage, all dressed in black, to take up their 
positions; drummer two guitarists (one 
female), and lead vocalist. Somewhere along  ̂
the line they'd forgotten to get a bass player. 
Anyway, they then delivered 45 minutes of 
amateur noise, coupled with new wave text­
book posings from the singer, who also oc­
casionally tried some vocals. Basically, they 
couldn't play. Smetimes, even then, this 
slight set-back shared with not a few bands 
who get the occasional gig around London or 
avant-single out can be overcome in the New 
Wave by possessing the odd idea, however 
ineptly executed it might be: The Mekons 
have built a career on just such an approach. 
The Cramps lost out here too, I'm afraid. 
Everything they did were steals from the 
handbooks of Velvet Underground, N.Y. 
Dolls, Iggy Pop et.al. It's OK to be an ex­
tension of a tradition of the absurd stretching 
back to Beefheart and beyond to the new
Trashmen (who were actually quite funny), 
but to pose as a daring new bunch of ex­
tremists and then deliver warmed-over 
musical jokes is a total cop-out.
So where do The Cramps go from here? 
Back to the irrelevancy from whence they 
came, one guesses. Certainly the crowd 
thought so; even when the singer was jum­
ping into the audience every song, or ob­
sessively windmilling the mike lead, there 
was hardly a raised eyebrow in the place. So 
much for the Extrejnely Loud Inept 
Rockabilly-Avant school of thought. But there 
was one redeeming factor: the drummer was 
good: I hope he has better luck in his next 
band.
So, after a restful 15 minutes of taped music 
over the PA The Police were announced. To a 
heartfelt roar, they literally bounded onstage 
like extras from Andy Pandy, picked up their 
instruments, and burst into their new single, 
"Can't Stand Losing You", which was 
terrifically fast (everything ended up much 
faster than the recorded versions) and very 
convincing. In one song they completely took 
the evening over. It was to be interesting to 
see what they did with it. As was to be ex­
pected by anyone who's heard the l.p., their 
material was pretty evenly divided between 
their unique treatment of reggae feels and all- 
out ravers, except the ravers were soon 
approaching the speed of The Damned on a 
good night. It was remarkable just how full 
the textures of the son^s were, coming as it 
did from just 3 musicians (the guitarist had a 
battery of effects buttons) and no pre­
recorded overlays (a crime Cheap Trick have 
been accused of lately).
It was also quite obvious very early on that 
' Sting, the vocalist and bass player, was 
possessed of a commanding stage presence, 
and not merely because he was tall: it was the 
inner confidence of someone who knew he 
could project to any part of the auditorium at 
will. This was in part helped by a clearly 
demonstrated total acceptance by the 
audience of anything the band was to do. In 
fact you could almost say the evening was an 
unqualified success for The Police, playing as 
powerfully as they did their very attractive 
material, except that in too many songs they 
were intent on padding and lengthening them 
to make the concert of a sufficient length. 
They played about 3 numbers not on the l.p., 
including the new singles (twice, once for 
their second encore), and constantly in­
dulged in long passages in the middle of their 
songs where basically nothing happened but 
the feel was kept going and Sting fart-arsed 
around making quasi-reggae vocalisations 
and smiled at the crowd. "Roxanne" was as 
good example of this, coming late in the set 
and receiving a tremendous cheer when the 
opening chords burst from the guitar. They 
went through two verses and choruses, 
playing with real echoed calls and variations 
of the hookline while the rhythm pounded on. 
The song lost its point and sharpness — 
something The Police never do on record, 
and something which makes them such a 
good band. By the time they wrapped it up a 
curious empty feeling hung over the song, 
and this happened quite liberally in the set, 
especially in the slower numbers. It was a real 
pity, as it was the only distraction in a per­
formance that had energy and power to spare 
but at all times only threatened to send you 
right over the top into actual gut-hysteria. At 
least that's how it hit me. Still, I'm glad I went, 
and the rest of the audience evidently felt 
similarly, dragging the band back for 3 
encores and having a ball. I just hope that 
next time they have enough material to 
alleviate the necessity of padding songs that 
just weren't written with that intention in 
niind. — Keith Shadwick,
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"I have to rely upon my fans more than boys 
do, so I always try and test my reactions on 
some of my fans first. I like to think that my 
records are going to sell, but as I've said 
before I always get nervous before they are 
released."
"My main worry is that some day someone is 
going to start that old stuff about girl singers 
being bad, and the style is out of date. You 
know, writers can put people off buying 
records by certain singers simply because of 
the image that they give."
That was in 1965 when Dusty Springfield was 
talked about in the same breath as the 
Beatles, Stones, Kinks, Dave Clark Five, 
Searchers and Manfred Mann. She was 
Englands Pop Queen. The eguivalent of 
Marcia Hines in Australia but fourteen years 
earlier if crass and ridiculous comparisons 
are needed for explanation.
Unfairly described by Nik Cohn as a 
"competent singer who wore too much 
makeup", Dusty Springfield remains one of 
the finest women singers ever. She looked 
amazing. Lacguered hair, hugh false 
eyelashed, smothered in green eye-shadow 
and slinky dresses. She had all the attributes 
one needed to be popular. She appealed to 
mothers because she sang and dressed well, 
fathers thought naughty thoughts without 
upsetting the family and the kids admired her 
energy and presence.
Dusty's repetoire always mixed so many 
different styles, from pop, rock, film sound­
tracks and soul sources through to country 
and western. Gene Sculatti recently wrote an 
article on white girl soul singers under the 
title "Hey, White Girl, What You Doin' 
Uptown?" and Dusty is one of the few whose 
music gives adeguate reason for being up the 
dark end of the street. She was always truly 
magnificent with her deep, powerful voice 
soaring over grandiose string arrangements. 
She sang like she meant and felt the lyrics - 
an uncommon state with most popular 
singers.
Like most popular songs Dusty's lyrics were 
always about love and lost love but she 
transcended the corniness those topics 
usually inspired. Even today her vocal 
delivery is heart wrenching, real and 
meaningful.
Can you remember "Wishin' and Hopin' ", 
"You Don't Have to Say You Love Me", Stay 
Awhile", "Son of a Preacher Man" and "I only 
Want to be With You"? Girl singers and 
groups have fallen from fashion and that ain't 
the way things oughta be.
Dusty Springfield was born on April 16th, 
1939. Her real name is Mary O'Brien and her 
parents were of Scottish-Irish descent. She 
was encouraged to sing by her brother Tom 
who had a group. The cover notes to her first 
album, A G irl C alled Dusty, describe the 
early days: "Soon school days were behind 
her and with Tom's encouragement Dusty 
took up the guitar and obtained employment 
at a small club in the evenings, singing and 
playing folk and Latin-American numbers, 
whilst by day she had a variety of jobs, most of 
which involved selling something, whether it 
be records, buttons, toy trains, dustbins - 
you name it. Dusty sold it! Her career as a 
sales girl came to an abrupt halt, however, on 
the day she fused the entire lighting system of 
a large departmental store while en­
deavouring to demonstrate an electric train to 
a wide-eyed young customer, who could'nt 
afford the set anyway."
Dusty formed the Lana Sisters, a girl trio 
who became guite popular and appeared on 
TV in 1958. In 1959 she joined her brother 
and Tim Field in forming the Springfields, a 
folky group reminiscent of Peter, Paul and 
Mary.
The Springfields arrived when rough 
rock'n'roll was declining in popularity and 
smoother, more melodic music was the 
popular taste of the day. They had hits with 
Island o f Dreams, and Silver Threads and  
Golden Needles, and were voted Englands 
top vocal group in 1961 and 1962. Tim Field 
was replaced by Mike Hurst and the group 
broke up in late 1963. Tom became- a 
songwriter and Mike a folk entrepeneur. 
Dusty, tired of folk and country songs, 
became increasingly interested in the Tamla 
Motown Detroit Sound and decided to go 
solo. ■
Pop and soul were mixed in Dusty's early 
records. Her first solo single, / Only Want To 
Be With You, written by Mike Hawker and 
her musical director Ivor Raymonde reached 
number 2 on the English charts, beaten to 
number 1 by the Beatles. That was in 
December 1963 and in February 196.̂  Stay 
Awhile (unconvincingly covered by Rachel 
Sweet recently) soared to number 8. June of 
'64 and / Just Don't Know What To Do With 
Myself (see Costello's version on Stiff's Live] 
was number 2.
—
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The hits just kept on coming as the cliches 
do. Losing You was number 5, Your Hurlin' 
Kind o f Love reached 14, fn the Middle o f 
Nowhere (2), Some o f Your Lovin' (4), Little 
by Little (7), You Don't Have to Say You Love 
Me (I ) and Gain' Back  (6). All in the space of 
three years. In fact between 1963 and 1968 
Dusty had 14 British hits.
In 1965 Dusty was voted Worlds Top Pernale 
Singer. Her sales, figures were all the’ more 
remarkable when you consider that girls 
bought 90 per cent of records in those days 
and girls didn't have a reputation for buying 
records made by other women. Asked about 
this. Dusty replied: "Well they are good. The 
records 1 mean. That's not being big headed. 
You know me. If they weren't good they 
wouldn't be in the charts, but it't not all my 
triumph. The arrangements and the song 
writers, the musicians and rest of it all go into 
making a hit record. It's just a question of a lot 
of guys doing a great job. I mean. I've been 
terribly lucky with my songs. I've had 
numbers from people like Burt Bacharach 
and Hal David that have been great.''
What did Dusty think about her success 
back then? She told Pop Weekly Annual in 
1966: "I've never really been able to un­
derstand how good or bad my records are. 
You see whenever I've finished a disc and it's 
ready to go out on sale I usually go around 
thinking that it's the end of my record career. 
Because I m terrible when it comes to liking 
my own songs. I always think of how much ' 
better 1 could have done that sound or style. 
Its terrible, honestly. Of course you get a bit 
more confident with each record. But I've 
been in show business long enouciii to know 
that when peaople go around sayinc: that yo , 
are the greatest and that all your records are
going to be big, to try not to take too much 
notice, because one day my records may not 
make the charts and then I'm going to be so 
unhappy it won't be true."
Predictions that Dusty would sign to Tamla 
Motown in the late sixties after extensive 
world touring and the establishment of a hugh 
reputation, proved incorrect when she- stayed, 
with Phillips Records in England and .signed 
to Atlantic in America. She went to Memphis 
and recorded Dusty in Memphis in 1969 
which Rolling Stone described as "The best 
jaop-rock LP of the late sixties." The«alburn 
contained songs fromi Randy Newman and 
Goffin King and the magnificent Son of a 
t-Teu'.'her Man, Dusty's last top ten success in 
America.
She'd beer! expecting difficulties in 
recording in America and an alteration in 
style: "Like most people I associated Memphis 
with one kind of sound, a hard R (& B sound. 
That's not the thing I can do and I'd rather 
leave it to those who can . . .• but I had no 
idea how far out of the R & B bag Memphis 
musicians could go. I discovered that their 
versatility is amazing and their musical 
knowledge extremely wide," she remarked on 
the sleeve notes.
Dusty m Memphis v;as arranged by Arif 
Mardin and produced by Tom Dowd and 
Jerry Wexler who had worked on Atlantic 
sessions w'ith people like Aretha Franklin, 
King C'urtin and Vv'ilson Pickett. The 
miisicians included Reggie Youncj, Tommy 
Cogb'.ll, Bobby Emmons ano others who, 
althc- of white, were masters oi th<r- Memphis
album that sold well in America. Later still in 
1973 Cameo was released, a magnificent 
album drawing material from numerous 
contemporary songwriters like Van Morrison 
but as was typical of Dustys' early seventies 
output, it was mainly available in second 
hand bins
!n B"'7'- Lusty cut /i Brand New Me wuth 
IS troR'i Kenneth (..»an 'r.'ie ana Leon Hull 
wmch, aithouql; not sf-ir-c.-tainlar v;as ti solid
After resting for some months Dusty per­
formed again in 1972 but did little recording, 
until recently when she released two average 
albums and attempted a come back tour 
which ended before it started. According to 
TV WEEK London Bureau seven out of ten 
provincial concerts had to be cancelled 
because of poor sales but three shows in 
London went on. The 40 year old singer said 
"I guess I've been away too long. It proves 
that people don't like you going away. My 
appeal to the bloke in the street was strong 
while I was selling records. During the time I 
have been away I have developed a cult 
following. It seems most of the cult is in 
London. The project is still worthwhile. It has 
not gone down the drain totally. I've just 
learned a few lessons. The real disap­
pointment has not sunk in yet."
Apparently Dusty has abandoned the old 
image. She lives alone in a small London flat, 
kept company by a cat. "I'm not lonely. I like 
the way I am."
We don't have to say we love you Dusty but 
just be close at hand.
— Stuart Coupe
P.S. Dusty Springfield records aren't that 
easy to come by these days. There's a 
t ircxitest Hits around and a collection of all 
the songs she recorded by Bacharach David 
and Goffin King. The best bet is watching 
second Biand bins.
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YES. VIRGINIA . . . THERE IS  AN 
ALTERNATIVE
"Superman, the Movie" is to the film in­
dustry what ELO's "Discovery" is to the 
record industry: its bread and butter. Without 
such blockbusters both industries would 
crumble.
Such a situation has, in fact, occurred in the 
fairly recent past when, as a reaction to 
television, the Hollywood movie industry 
placed its faith (i.e. money) in expensive and 
extravagant epics to bring in the almighty 
dollar. Such notable box office failures as Ben 
Hur and Cleopatra helped pave the way for 
Hollywood's self-destruction.
In the long run, the failure of hollywood's 
major studio system didn't turn out to be a 
particularly bad thing for the movies, for the 
crumbling of Hollywood hegemony brought 
about the liberation of the American film; it 
meant that people such as Donald Siegel and 
John Cassevetes, who were artistically 
restricted by the old system, found new 
freedom of expression ((Siegal began 
directing his finest films. Hell Is For H eroes 
The Killers andDirty Harry ] while Cassevetes 
progressed from the fine character of 
Rosemary's Baby  and The Dirty Dozen to 
become the imaginative director of the likes 
of Faces and Husbands). Furthermore, the 
failure of the old system and, in the case of 
Easy Rider for example, the exorbitant 
success of the new, opened the way for many 
of today's finest young American filmmakers 
to enter the idiom. Coppola, Lucas, Scorsese, 
et al owe their initial opportunites as much to 
Cleopatra i as they do to Easy R ider.
But while the American film was undergoing 
its painful catharsis, movies of excellence 
were still being produced. In the main, they 
came from Europe. During the 50s and early 
60s, the French "new wave" directors (yes, 
the movie industry had its own enfants 
terribles, too) did for film what their
namesakes would later do for rock: turn it on 
its head. But just as the records of Doll by 
Doll, Gang of Four & the Mekons do not 
receive widespread distribution and costly 
promotion, the films of Francois Truffaut, 
Jean-Luc Godard, Qaude Chabrol, etc were 
to suffer from similar benign neglect. This 
situation continues to this day. Few film­
makers who exist outside of the industry's 
mainstream have their efforts playing in the 
nation's major commercial cinemas. A recent 
exception would be Bernardo Bertolucci's 
tour-de-force "1900". But would this out­
standing film have been playing in the 
prestige theatres had it not been for the 
success/infamy of its predecessor, Zas/ Tango 
in Paris? L think not.
The purpose of this little blurb so far has 
been to suggest that the world of movies 
stretches far wider than the narrow confines 
of the commercial cinema (i.e. those films, 
usually of American origin, which receive 
heavy backing and are screened in you city's 
best known theatres — and which, therefore 
are almost guaranteed of popular success.) 
As any reader of ROADRUNNER knows, the 
biggest is not necessarily the best — whether 
in rock (Peter Frampton, Van Halen, Billy 
Joel) or in films {Close Encounters, Grease, 
Midnight Express).
To think otherwise is to ignore such timeless 
classics as Keaton's The G eneral, Griffith's 
Intolerance, Chaplin's The Great Dictator, 
and Eisenstein's The Battleship Potemkin, 
Renoir's Le Grande Illusion, Kurasaws's 
Seven Samurai, Cocteau's O rphee and 
Bergman's Wild Strawberries. More recent 
examples of neglected classics include films 
by Werner Herzog, Lina Wertmuller, Rainer 
Werner Fassbinder, Wim Wenders, Jon Jost 
and Robert Rossellini. We may as well call 
this "the alternative cinema" for it represents 
a startling alternative to the lethargy of the 
mass market product. These are films of bold 
originality expressing a wide range of
meaning, style and technigue. Yet because 
the dialogue is invariably of a language other 
than English — necessitating the use of 
subtitles — the films are left to languish 
outside .the commercial arena and there to 
suffer the indifference of the majority of 
filmgoers.
Ct course, things aren't as bleak as they may 
appear: for just as, in recent years, there has 
emerged an important network of import 
record stores to provide us with those gems 
which float outside of rock's mainstream, so 
too has a significant network of alternative 
cinema houses been spawned to provide us 
with screenings of what the "big boys" 
consider to be "non-commercially viable" 
movies. In addition to this burgeoning 
number of — for want of a better term — art 
houses, there is also an increasing number of 
film societies and film groups intent on 
screening, guality cinema, new and old.
Now, here's where you caft play a role . . . 
Because these alternative film outlets are of 
such importance to a fuller understanding of 
film culture, and because they receive little 
recognition or acclaim, we at ROADRUNNER 
would like to publish a comprehensive listing 
of those alternative movie houses and film 
groups currently operating.
If you have any information concerning 
theatres or groups in your town, please drop 
us a line, headed "Films". Addresses, phone 
numbers and name of operator/organiser 
would be appreciated; details of past and, if 
possible, future screenings would be most 
welcome, also. (Please don't bother to include 
the National Film Theatre of Australia in your 
listings as we'll be having a brief look at that 
august little body next month.))
Once we've compiled the list, we'll print it in 
this column, so that anyone who has felt 
pissed off or ripped off by Heaven Can Wait 
or the latest Sylvester Stallone fiasco can at 
least be aware that there is an alternative just
down the block.
.'One such alternative that is currently 
screening in some of the larger centres is 
Padre Padrone (My father, my master). 
Written and directed by the Taviani brothers, 
Paolo and Vittorio, Padre Padrone is a 
marvellous film about the resiliance of the 
human spirit. The film is based on the actual 
life of Gavino Ledda who was born into an 
impoverished Sardinian family and who, at 
the age of six, was taken from school by his 
vengeful father and made to live a horrid, 
solitary existence in the Sardinian hills, 
caring for the family sheep.
Forced by his father to endure a life of such 
harrowing emptiness and silence, the 
illiterate yet fundamentally perceptive 
Gavino finally rebels. He leaves home, 
obtains an education of sorts and eventually 
dedicates himself to studying linguistics (a 
field in which he will later become a 
University Professor).
It comes as no surprise that even in his new 
surroundings Gavino finds torment and 
anguish; spurred by an independence and 
conviction given him through education, 
Gavino returns to his Sardinian home a wiser 
man, capable of accepting the solitary nature 
of man's existence.
The Tavianis have succeeded on almost 
every level here. They have made a daring 
film full of brutality and tenderness, yet never 
do they treat their subject with anything less 
than absolute sincerity. And on no occasions 
do their filmmakers' instincts interrupt or 
cloud the commanding sensitivity of Gavino 
Ledda's lifestory; their film unfolds like the 
page of a diary: explicit, honest and 
vulnerable.
Padre Padrone is a film I would 
unhesitatingly recommend to anyone who has 
even a passing interest in modern cinema.
— Wayne Elmer.
THE BUDDY HOLLY STORY 
THE KIDS ARE ALRIGHT
These two rock'n'roll films should ideally be 
seen on a Saturday afternoon to get you in the 
mood for some good hot rock'n'roll on 
Saturday night. Both are simple, safe, un­
pretentious films. The Buddy Holly Story is a 
straightforward Hollywood bio-pic and true to 
the genre, liberally mixes fact with fantasy. 
The Kids are Alrightis a straight forward 
documentary put together skillfully and 
lovinaly by a fan. (Director Geoff Stein says 
he cried when The Who initially refused him 
access to their archive film.) The result is that 
both are thoroughly enjoyable without rising 
to any great heights.
The Hollywood bio-pic approach is a little 
frustrating in The Buddy Holly Story. It was 
only natural that a little fantasy would be 
intermingled with fact in this one as Holly's 
widow, Maria Elena, had a fairly large say in 
the finished product. But there are some 
omisions and distortions that simply 
shouldn't be allowed. For instance, Norman 
Petty, the producer under whom Holly 
recorded his better songs, doesn't rate
mention. His contribution to the real Buddy 
Holly story was that he worked out the best 
way to record the young Holly, and was 
largely responsible for developing the 
distinctive Holly sound. In the movie Holly 
does it all on his own. The next distortion 
comes in the final scene of the movie when 
Holly, is shown performing his last concert 
backed by a big orchestra, singing a sch­
maltzy cabaret style medley of his big hits, a 
la Tom Jones. The implication is that this is 
the direction in which he would have gone if 
he had lived. The fact is he played that last 
concert before the plane crash with a three 
piece band. As for the implication that muzak 
was his ultimate destination, well that's shot to 
bits by the historical evidence. Tapes of new 
songs found in his New York apartment, show 
that he was getting back to the guts and 
vigour of his older hits. Objections aside the 
film is good and enjoyable.
The main feature is a superb performance 
by Gary Busey in the title role. Judging by 
comparisons with old Holly film clips (my only 
frame of reference) he is as near a perfect 
replica of Holly as one could get. Busey
succeeds, without any histrionics, in con­
veying the knowledge the young Holly ap­
parently had of his own unigueness, arid his 
determination to get to the top. The film also 
gets full marks for allowing Busey and his 
band to play their own music rather than 
miming to the originals. In fact it's worth 
admission price alone for the two scenes 
where Busey/Holly and band get their rocks 
off playing Ollie Vee at the beginning of the 
movie, and a medley of rockers in the middle 
when they are playing their first New York 
date.
All in all the good points, the excellent 
music, Busey's marvellous performance, a 
genuine evocation of the era, and its un­
pretentiousness, outweigh the bad point, 
historic falsification. Although you are left 
with that nagging feeling that it would have 
been just that little bit better if the entire truth 
had been told.
The second movie The Kids are Alright is 
just pure, unadulterated fun. It uses the 
standard documentary approach of in­
tercutting interviews dithe who with film clips 
fi’om just before Keith Moon's death last year.
back through woodstock, to the dim ages of 
the shepherds bush day when they took a 
delight in smashing everything in sight. (A 
phase of their career Townshend describes in 
the movie as pure musical sensationalism, 
"you do something crazy and a thousand 
geezers yell their heads off." "Real 
Shepherds bush entertainment." I suppose 
the charge of falsification could be levelled at 
this film too. After all there must have been 
times when they were't all looking happy and 
jolly as the movie suggests. And Moon's pre­
dilection for smashing hotel rooms and 
anything else in sight must have been due to 
a little more than high spirits. But the film 
does accurately capture the rock'n'roll spirit: 
Exhilarating, hedonistic, sometimes 
dangerous, but always great fun.
The music, as is to be expected,- is a treat. 
From the brash, Shepards Bush days of 1964 
through to 1978, both in the studio and on the 
stage. The amazing thing is that even when 
they have to dig back to the Shepherds 
period, the music doesn't date. These kids 
certainly are alright.
— Chris Willis
AUSTRALIAN ENCYCLOPEDIA 
OF ROCK 1978-79 YEARBOOK 
By Noel McGrath
Published by Outback Press — 130 pages. 
Retail Price — $3.95.
Noel McGrath's Yearbook is a companion 
volume to his Australian Encyclopedia of 
Rock which was published last year. The 
Encyclopedia was criticised mainly on its 
premise for inclusion, that is, artists who had 
achieved top 40 success. Conseguently, 
many artists crucial to the development of 
Australian rock'n'roll weren't included 
because top 40's had elluded them or vice 
versa.
The Yearbook partly rectifies that situation. 
V/hat you get is:
1. The Chart Successes. A section on artists 
who made their mark in the top 40 during 
78/79. Includes Angels, Dragon, Sports, 
Dave Warner, Falcons, etc. Same skimpy 
biographies and discographies that still only
list singles and albums that have charted. In 
other words discographies are still totally 
useless.
2. What The Stars Of The Rock'n'Roll Era Did 
In 1978-79. Essentially just an update of what 
the major figures in Australian rock'n'roll did 
in the past twelve months and the McGrath 
predictions for the future. Useful if you want 
to know what's happened to has-beens and 
how they're still wasting time and vinyl.
3. Under bubblers. Attractions and Cultist 
Acts. An aspect that should have been 
covered in the first volurne and now only 
stretches to twelve pages with a rather 
curious selection of artists including Bleeding 
Hearts, Danial, Elks, Red Hot Peppers, 
Stiletto, Stockley See and Mason, Texas, 
Western Flyer, Mark Williams (oh god no!) 
and the Teenage Radio Stars. T.R.S. 
are the only Suicide band listed and the Boys 
Next Door don't get a mention anywhere.
Lb I really have to list all the Australian cult 
band that deserve a mention before Texas? 
What happened to all the new Australian 
bands? All the independent releases? The 
"cult" bands of the sixties? I was trying to 
resist saying this, but Glen A Baker there's 
still lots for you to do.
4. More About The First Twenty Years. 
Whatever the criteria for this section are, it 
includes Ayers Rock, The Saints, Taman 
Shud, Cam-Pact, Procession, Dutch Tilders 
and The Wild Colonials — strange bedfellows 
inde^. The feeling throughout is that 
although some people from each area are 
listed at apparent random there are so many 
egually obvious artists who aren't.
5. Radio TUid T.V. Rock Personalities. All 
you've always wanted to know about David 
Day, Greg Evans, Tim Franklin, Kevin 
Hillier, Molly, Lee Simon, Lionel Yorke, Ron 
E. Sparx and Donnie Sutherland — 
fascinating.
6.&7. Charts and Facts And Figures. King Of 
Pop Awards, Top Australian singles and 
albums plus a few miscellaneous facts and 
figures.
The Encyclopedia Yearbook is an im­
provement on the initial volume but there's 
still a long way to go. It's still too top 40- 
orientated and anyone with a cursory 
knowledge of the nature of Australian radio 
would realise the futility of using its stamp of 
approval as a yard stick.
McGrath's book is a good overview of 
popular Australian rock'n'roll but almost 
totally ignores anyone who isn't "popular". 
With the section on underbubblers and cults 
there's the suggestion that he's heading in 
the right direction and in about five year­
books' time we may have the comprehensive 
Australian Rock Encyclopedia but it's getting 
expensive buying all the trial runs. And you 
have to have it because it's the only one
— Stuart Coupe
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With a major announcement about to be 
made about the Angels' future in North 
America, details of which are not yet 
finalised at the time of going to press, 
and the band continuing to break all 
sorts of records in Australia (F ace  To 
F a ce  has just becom e the first Australian 
album to stay on the national charts for 
over a  year, while No Exit is rapidly 
approaching platinum status [50,000 
copies]) it seems time to have a quick 
look at how the Angels could fare in the 
U.S. of A. Chris Bailey spent some time in 
America earlier this year and in this 
conversation with ROSS STAPLETON he 
details the exposure that the band have 
been getting courtesy of American radio, 
and gives his opinion on how the band 
will fare over there.
ticular feedback on the listeners' reaction to 
the band's music, although obviously judging 
by the number of people who bothered 
ringing in, people were sufficiently im­
pressed one way or another to contribute to 
the telephone company. It seems KROQ 
came to play F ace To F ace  after an import 
copy was given to the station on the
probably also playing/^ace. Jed The Fish told 
Bailey he had sent a copy to one of his DJ 
buddies who reported back he was "guite 
excited" about the album. It also appear's the 
import shop had sold out of its Angels stock 
and had a healthy waiting list when more 
copies arrived. Bailey pleaded ignorant, 
though, to a report that 10,000 copies ofFace
"I was in Los Angeles just hanging round a 
friend's place one night and I was trying to 
explain to these people what The Angels 
sound like and there was a radio on in the 
background. Suddenly this tune came on and 
I thought I'd heard it before, and I was right 
— it was one of ours", Chris Bailey laugh^' 
"Here was this station, KROQ (pronounced 
K-ROCK) playing Marseilles, and I was so 
knocked out I rang up the disc jockey who 
was called Jed The Fish. Really I just rang 
him up to say thanks tor playing the record 
and to tell him how much I liked his show 
because it was a fantastic show. Now this was 
around 11.30 at night and I had just been to 
Disneyland with all Hiese people. And I was 
just totally blown out that they were playing 
our stuff on American radio. It was quite a 
shock. But when I spoke to him, he was more 
blown out that there was someone from the 
band in town at the time. So we made 
arrangements to get together and talk about 
things on air.
When I arrived at the radio station he was 
due to knock oft in 10 minutes. However, the 
station ended up extending the show for 
another two hours, and we talked about The 
Angels and Australia, and. he played tracks 
from the album. He basically played Angels 
and AC-DC and he mentioned that Billy 
Thorpe was coming into the studio the next 
night. So we demolished a couple of bottles of 
scotch and really got out of it, and people- 
were ringing up while we were on air, and we 
had a great time", according to Bailey.
Chris Bailey never spoke to any of the 
listeners himself so he sale] he got no par­
regimented and restrained esoterica of AM 
radio. "See, the general thing about the west 
coast is that the west coast is the west coast", 
the Bailey doublethink 'explains. "Tastes 
there haven't really moved for about the last 
five years" — an observation that doesn't 
conflict with my personal image of the 
Californian urban cowboy, whose musical 
taste ain't goin' nowhere, as indeed is the 
great heartland of America.
It is against such a background that The 
Angels must compete for a share of the 
American market and for this very reason 
Bailey was asked if he thought maybe the 
band had to much energy for the west coast 
and the laid-back Yankee heartland?
"I don't know but in a way I think so", comes 
his candid assessment. "I mean there are still 
a lot of people over there with beards and 
wearing long hair and they would be your 
mass audience. The punks or the heavy rock 
movement is really confined to small areas 
situated around the big cities. In that way it's 
exactly like Australia where you have factions 
and middle of the road".
recommendation of a Los Angeles imporf 
shop. "V\/henever the . shop thinks it has 
something hot, they take it to KROQ. It seems 
they pick out about four albums a week from 
overseas that they think are pretty hot, and 
F ace To F ace  was one of them". Bailey 
believes top San Francisco station, KSAN 
(which is playing Cold Chisel's two albums - 
particularly Ahe Sanh for obvious reasons) is
bound for L.A. had been diverted my mistake 
to New York wher§ they supposedly sold out 
within a few days. "I don't think anything 
about that", he told me. He likened KROQ as 
similar to 2JJ, but it is on the FM band. Bailey 
said they took a lot of risks with their playlist 
and it might not have been paying off 
because it was losing some listeners who 
found it easier to cope with the more
On the question of the band's likely chance 
of success once it steps outside Australia, 
Bailey was at first non-comital, saying , he 
really didn't know the answer, but when 
asked about the reaction of the American 
jocks who must have passed some sort of 
opinion to him about the band's chances of 
success in America, he became more op­
timistic. "Yeah they were just rapt. They were 
totally falling on the floor writhing in ecstacy, 
jumping up and down yelling and 
screaming . . . they love it. Jed The Fish 
personally thought we could be bigger than 
AC-DC', Bailey said. I told him I'd be 
horrified if the band isn't! "Yeah, well . . .  I 
don't know. You just never know that kinda 
thing. I know that in the States we could 
possibly make a dent on the scene. It justtakes 
the right concert in the right place with the 
right crowd, but America is just so big. No 
Exit has got to compete with a lot of other 
good product . . . that's what it comes down 
to. When you're talking about playlist and 
how to reach a lot of people, you're talking 
about competition because there's so many 
others all trying to do the same thing. But I 
think from the few bands in the States I did 
see, I think we could probably do well 
compared to them. Those bands didn't sound 
very good at all. But apart from that I don't 
know".
Dorft call The Boys Next Door
ANYTHING
THE BOYS IJEXT DOOR
THEIR FIRST ALBUM FOR MUSHROOM RECORDS 
HAS JUST BEEN RELEASED AND FEATURES  
THE SINGLE 'SHIVERS' K7492
The album.DOOR DOOR L36931
WwitwwRawui. OUT NOW ON MUSHROOM RECORDS & TAPES.
AjuiuW Rock ?(wU
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MI-SEX
Graffiti Crimes 
(CBS)
This is a gocxd record. Producer Peter 
Dawkins knows how to make clean, com­
mercial albums; You might hate them as I 
have frequently done when he's unleashed 
another placated Dragon on us but you must 
admit he knows how to make radio records. 
Anyone who can turn the ragged in­
consistency of Dragon into a product ac­
ceptable to 2SM, 3XY and SKA must know his 
job. He's done it with Mi-Sex.
In a live environment Mi-Sex are often 
abrasive and almost always far too loud. They 
sound and look pretentious, bouncing around 
in time to the drum beat. They've removed 
the disasterously conceived theatrics that 
used to make their shows look like rock'n'roll 
circus (five years after Alice Cooper lost 
credibility with even ten year olds). Since 
then they've concentrated on winning 
audiences in out of the way places, con­
solidating their reputation amongst the hip 
inner city Sydney elite and generally tried to 
become a mass appeal band.
Graffiti Crimes is all the new,Angels album 
should be. Whereas the Angels are. chained 
(no exit?) within the form of their repetitive 
three chord explorations, Mi-Sex have the 
intelligence and ideas to be musically as 
contemporary as their lyrics. Mi-Sex tread
the same lyrical marshland as the Angels but 
they take it a bit further. The Angels con­
centrate on detailing human futility, the 
underside of life, the outcasts and the 
creatures who are the armies of the night. Mi- 
Sex extend this and convey scenarios of the 
future.
In fact all of Graffiti Crimes is embarassingly
packed with deep observations, questions 
and philosophies. This ain't just another 
rock'n'roll album kid, this is a Statement, or at 
least a question and some random snippets of 
answers. Lyrics are required; "Will the 
alleyways exist / And the young man shake 
his fists / Screaming 'Savq Me!' / All the 
policemen gather round /(Midst the siren's
wailing sound / Telling tales and the riots and 
the risks . . . .  Where will you be in the 21st 
century? / Where have you been in this 20th 
century?" (21-20) AND 'Tn the end there was 
nothing to speak of / Gravity was crushing 
both heart and mind / Tales of the future just 
couldn't last / Silver suits flashing their metal 
cast / It's all so casperian, friendly but evil / 
Everybody's frightened, they just don't 
understand / The meaning of all these 
shaking hands / Inneuendo, Power of your 
mind". (Stills). Dig that for deepness. Send 
the ole brain whirling?
It's not all this meaningful. There are some 
straight out rock'n'rollers which act as 
commercials for the descent into, the 
maelstorm and some songs about con­
temporary life. 'A Loser', for instance, is a 
very socially conscious observation on the 
problems of individuals confronted with 
society's pleasures. 'Camera Kazi' is a 
celluloid addict's Saturday night ride on the 
technicolour dream machine. To quote John 
Peel — this is all so relevant, so fucking 
relevant.
Mi-Sex perform these epics with superb 
technical ability. They're not musical 
novices. Years working the traps in New 
Zealand have given them the confidence to 
carry off such a grandiose project.
The creation of the bands sound centres 
around Steve Gilpin's expressive vocals, 
Kevin Stanton's powerful repetitive chord 
patterns, Murray Burn's swirling keyboards, 
and is ably augmented by the definitive 
rhythm section of bassist Don Martin and 
drummer Richard Hodgkinson.
Graffiti Crimes is a very important album for 
Australasian rock'n'roll. Don't be put off the 
the initial superficiality of the single, 'But You 
Don't Care' — Lines like: “In the house with 
the open door / L caught you weeping / 
Clutching on the relics / That your lover had 
/ You're looking for a man / With an iron fist 
/ An eye for your beauty / And a heart for the 
sad", deserve close attention. They have a 
reason d'etre (???) beyond mere words.
This is a monumental recording and sets a< 
standard that future Australasian albums will 
have to see as a yardstick.
The future is in Mi-Sex's hands.
— Stuart Coupe.
JO JO ZEP AND THE FALCONS 
Screaming Targets [the live album] 
(Mushroom)
Jo Jo Zep and the Falcons Live at The 
Sentimental Bloke, the free disc included 
with Screaming Targets, is not The Great 
Live Falcons Album this band is destined to 
one day cut, but then I don't think it claims to 
be. Rather, in the context of Screaming 
Targets it serves as a full stop, (an ex­
clamation mark qven), to an era in their 
career, a final statement and a doorway 
t̂hrough which lies the exciting and 
provocative future of Jo Jo Zep. Included are 
, five songs that represent different facets of the 
band and their strengths as a live act. The 
recording is uniformly excellent and in 
marked contrast to Lets Drip Awhile, the 
extra time spent on production and mixing 
brings out subtlties all too often lost on an 
audience in a small, packed venue where the 
sound mix is not what it might be. Live 
albums have a tendency to rely on the 
listeners memory of high times to compensate 
for faults in the recording but thanks to Joe 
Camilleri's production even someone who has 
never seen The Falcons play could not fail to 
get their ears burnt.
Their most popular number, 'Security', 
opens side one. Gary Young opens with a 
mighty punch and the group follows through 
with tight playing that cuts their original 
version to shreds. It's easy to see just how far 
this group has come and the renewed con­
fidence that has fired the group over the past 
few months. Next up is the hit single, 'So 
Young' with the sharp, bittersweet guitars and 
reggaefied rhythm, a clear pointer to the 
direction they will be headed in the near 
future. What they lose in polish they gain in 
dramatic tension and deliciously crisp 
playing. 'Not a Woman, Not a Child' is a 
showcase for John Power's blues growl. Like a 
tom cat out in the alley, his intentions are 
more direct and more sordid than Dave 
Edmunds and the dirty playing of the Falcons 
impresses the point. Meanwhile, back in the 
jungle with 'Mona', Joe and the boys take 
apart Bo Didley and expose the beat in all it's 
naked glory; raw, relentless and as infectious 
as malaria, the rhythms weave about one 
another like glistening snakes in the tropical
wet; guitars, voices and drums fighting and 
sliding against each other in this song of lust. 
Mona, like So Young, shows how the 
Falcons have worked to re-define R&B into a 
style that is uniquely theirs.
Side two is given to 'The Cthulhu', an un­
predictable monster that changes every time 
you meet it. I really didn't think it possible to 
capture 'The Cthulhu' on vinyl and it's a 
triumpth that it'se been done so 
magnificently. There is never going to be a 
definitive version of this and no doubt each of 
us will have special memories of particular 
nights. To accurately record it, Camilleri has 
taken a version that runs through the moods 
of the piece, from the cold lonesomeness of 
the sax to the sweat under the collar frenetic 
guitar solo. As if to compensate for the im­
mediacy of the live situation he has 
highlighted the instruments usually lost in the 
wash, like John Power's bass lines in the intro 
and Tony Fashe's backing sustaining the long 
guitar break, incidentally one of Jeff Burstin's 
finest. Ultimately a piece like this beggars 
description, it's awe inspiring that they could 
accomplish a feat such as this and then play 
the basic, frantic rock'n'roll of 'Security', but 
I'm sure The Falcons have many more such 
surprises in store.
In case you haven't guessed there's really no 
comparison - between these live albums. 
Given the cheap motives behind Lets Drip 
A w hile, it never stood, a chance.
— Toby Creswell.
JO JO ZEP AND THE FALCONS 
"Lets Drip Awhile"
(EMI/Oz)
I came across the album completely by 
accident when I went into my local record 
bar to ask for the Falcons' new single 'Hit and 
Run' and the shop assistant said 'No, we don't 
have it but we've got the new album'. 
Needless to say my eyes popped out of my 
head. Screaming Targets' wasn't due until 
the end of the month . . .  then I saw the 
label, EMI/Oz have put the boot in again. 
The Record is designed to wreck Jo Jo 
Zep and The Falcons' chances of ever making 
the charts. Released just as the excitement 
builds for their new album, EMI can rake off 
the profits. Shops will no doubt baulk at 
stocking two albums from the same band in 
the same month, many shoppers will go away 
with an inferior product and the band's ~ 
credibility will be damaged.. But then it's par 
lor the EMI course.
Over the past three years The Falcons have 
struggled against great odds to survive their 
contract with the company. Take for example 
their last disc , 'So Young', which had to be 
completed in barely fifty hours. Seven tracks 
in the time it took to cut the single and then 
EMI almost doubled the original price and 
pushed it out of the rnarket. Consider the 
labels steadfast refusal to invest enough in the 
band to employ a decent overseas producer,, 
their consistent lack of promotional support. 
Take Loud and Clear' e.p., which was 
financed by Camilleri agreeing to forgo 
royalties. It made the charts, albeit barely, on 
the strength of the band's incessant touring. 
Consider the time the band invited the record 
company ex^ecs to a performance at the 
Civic in Sydney which they walked out on 
halfway through while a group of CBS A&R 
men from the USA stayed to rave about the 
group and offer them fame and fortune if they 
could get out of their obligations. The list 
goes on and on and doesn't stop with the 
Falcons'. Just about every band signed to the 
label has broken up with a destroyed morale 
and albums that come too late to capitalise on 
their cult followings e.g., Stilleto and The Red 
Hot Peppers. Sure EMI has it s share of
hitmakers in The Angels and LRB but then 
both these acts have their own machines to 
sustain them, Vanda and Young and Glen 
Wheatley respectively. In short the air 
'around this record stinks of the worst 
venality.
But what's in the grooves? Let's Drip Awhile 
was recorded over two nights at Martinis at 
the end of 1977 with minimal equipment. 
Aside from the tracks produced by Joe 
Camilleri for 'Loud and Clear' they are raw 
and un-remixed and all in all stand up pretty 
well. Thes capture the new line-up just taking 
stride after the departure of Wayne Burt and 
hence relying heavily on cover versions. Jo Jo 
Zep 1979 is a completely new sound 
dominated by the power of their new 
songwriters. It's not a bad record by any 
means but to capture this band live you'd 
need at least a week of sessions and a double 
album.
Okay, I'm biased. I'm a fan, I admit it. The 
first time I saw The Falcons they restored my 
faith in rock'n'roll and since then they've 
given me plenty of reasons for maintaining it. 
If you're a die-hard fan then you'll want this 
album as an historical document. If you're not 
then get 'Screaming Targets'. The first 5000 
contain a free live album. Beware o f  
imitations.
— Toby Creswell.
THE B52'S 
The B-52's 
(Warner Bros.)
The B-52's are a five-piece outfit from 
Georgia, USA, and this, their debut album, is 
quite certain to be a monster success. Not 
only is the sound of the band already 
distinctive and fully formed, but instantly 
likeable, danceable and hysterically funny. 
Much of the humour derives from the insane, 
brilliantly conceived and delivered vocals 
which the music itself, all parody of 60's 
styles, manages to match perfectly.
Prior to the release of this disc the B-52's had 
built a big reputation, particularly in New 
York, by dint of ceaseless gigging and the 
release of their own independent single Bock 
Lobster h/w  52 Girls, which has had huae
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sales lor a non-label record in the U.S., U.K. 
and Europe. The band held out against minor 
label, offers for the album and soon secured 
what is undoubtedly a big money contract 
with the giant Warner Brothers . . .  If you 
listen to the record you'll see why.
Two of the five band members are women. 
Their vocal contributions and the organ work 
of Kate Pierson are the most distinctive 
aspects of the sound, which is uptempo 
modern rock'n'roll, with rhythm instruments 
riffing crisply, organ beeping in staccato, the 
whole thing liberally peppered with unusual 
vocal and percussive elements as it rock, do- 
wops and be-bops along. Fun is the keynote. 
The lyrics are deliciously inane throughout, 
witness the archetypal Rock Lobster (here, 
slightly slower, fuller and marginally inferior 
to the earlier single version :
Motion in the ocean  
His air hose b roke  
Lots o f  trouble 
Lots o f  bu bb le  
He was in a jam  
S'in a giant clam  
Rock Lobster 
Down, down.
or Lava:
My body's bu rn in  •
like a lava from a  Mauna Loa
My heart's crackin' like a Krakatoa
Krakatoa, east o f  Java, molten bodies, fiery
lava
My love's mountin'
My love's eruptin' like a  r ed  hot volcano 
Fire, oh volcano, over you 
f  gotta lotta lava love lo ck ed  up inside me.
All nine bits of madness are original 
creations of the band except a deadpan cover 
of the Petula Clark hit Downtown.
Although the album hasn't been released 
locally yet, it's sure to be soon. Indispensible. 
Do yourself a favour. Buy it!
— Peter Page
DAVE EDMUNDS 
Repeat When N ecessary  
(Swansong)
There are very few people you can trust in 
rock'n'roll. Blind faith is a sure recipe for 
disillusionment 'cos all your heroes let you 
down eventually. However, there is at least 
one man whose belief in and performance of 
his music has yet to waver. That man is Dave 
Edmunds.
If you are unaware of his history, he is Welsh 
and first came into the public eye in 1968 
when his band Love Sculpture had a hit with 
a version of Katchchurin's Sabre Dance 
But Edmunds has never been attracted to the 
glamour and riches of fame, and turning from 
ttie bright lights he invested in a small Welsh 
studio called Rockfield and set about learning 
how to make records. He studied all the 
masters — Buddy Holly, Chuck Berry and 
especially Phil Spector. Those are his roots 
and they also happen to be the roots of the 
whole of rock music. Apart from the No.l 
single / Hear You Knocking  you could be 
forgiven for thinking that Edmunds didn't 
really do much in the early 70's. You'd be 
wrong. He released two classic albums, 
Rockpile and Subtle As A Flying Mallet 
(eagerly sought after by collectors these days) 
and produced numerous albums and singles 
by bands such as Shakin' Stevens, Man, 
Foghat, Brinsley Schwartz, Ducks Deluxe, 
Del Shannon and the Flamin' Groovies.
His recording career entered its present 
phase with the release of Get ft in 1977, 
continued with the also superb Tracks On 
Wax and now we have his latest masterpiece, 
Repeat When Necessary.
Dave Edmunds is a magician. Ever song he 
does is imbued with the true spirit of 
rock'n'roll. He has studied all the classic texts 
and mastered the technigues. To me it is the 
feel of his albums rather than the individual 
songs that are important. Every song is fresh 
and new but utterly familiar.
The interesting thing about this album is that 
Edmunds has worked his magic on one song 
by Elvis Costello (the quite magnificent Girls 
Talk) and one by Graham Parker and if ever 
those two gentlemen try to claim their own 
songs back I think they would end up with the 
proverbial egg on their faces. The rest of the 
album is about what you'd expect. Excellent. 
Get it,
— Donald Robertson
DEVO
Duty Now For The Future 
(WE A)
More bulletins on the demise of -human 
pretensions to progress. Devo take the most 
modern of sounds, techno in the extreme, 
wrap them up in poppy structures and sing of
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stupidity and vacuous social life. The half- 
cooked innovations*of A re We Not Men ? . . 
are here more sophisticated and song-like, 
driving with frantic bubbles of tone and 
rhythm. From a factory fanfare opening the 
pace is on with Clockout, a seductive 
production backing adolescent android boy 
screams. Through mathematical shuffle and 
more frantic electro-pop \oBlockhead, which 
has a mannered, more friendly intensity. 
This music is never stylistically comfortable, 
it's either aggravating or challenging. The 
initially grand moof of Swelling ftching Brain 
is interspersed with and without annoyance; 
the vocal grates and conveys all too well the 
sense of physical desperation that the song is 
about.
The second side opens, as the first, with 
anthem, ponderous melodrama. The lyric is 
great though, Mark Mothersbaugh's sen­
timents on'how to deal with desire are crass 
but very perceptive. There are a few more 
abstractly cute' pop songs, carefully and 
cheerfully arranged, packed with really 
delightful sounds. Anyone who enjoys sound 
and its manipulation will find a lot of subtlety 
and colour on this album. If you think 
electronics and music come together in 
Walter Carlos, forget it. These guys know 
how to use synthesizer in really diverse and 
complex moods. I recommend you give them 
a try; their odd futurism can be petty and 
depressing, but it's also exciting and rich in
effort. Good for a laugh, too, eh? ^
— F.T. BOWERSMITH.
In past issues of ROADRUNNER 
numerous important album releases 
have been ignored, purely because of 
lack of space. The idea of this column is 
to provide capsule reviews of albums 
that are definitely worth consideration 
but because of space cannot be treated in 
depth. As well as local releases it'll 
include some new and rare items that 
have cropped up in import stores 
recently. You should know they're 
available especially as some local 
companies are. again, becoming rather 
slack with releasing supposed 'minority 
appeal' albums.
Various Artists
Over The Edge: It Really H appened  
(soundtrack)
Warners.
should - be mandatory for any re-issues of 
historical interest and there's some fine 
critical material on Creedence available 
which could have made the package in­
finitely more complete. Have a listen anyway 
— you'll be surprised how fresh and exciting 
these albums still sound. Ten years ain't done
S.C.
What you see is what you get. Soundtrack 
from movie about street kids, delinquents, 
troubled youth, etc. Pop rock, K-Tel-jukebox 
lovers' delight. Three of better Cheap Trick 
songs, the Cars' best two plus Van Halen's 
Kinks killer, Jimi Hendrix's Come On — 
mercifully only Part One, Little Feat's All 
That You Dream, Valerie Carter's Ooh Child 
and the Ramones' statement of intent Teenage 
Lobotomy. Nice enough collection — just like 
radio (all that we dream) without the ads and 
dross. A non-disco movie soundtrack — a 
dead species I thought. Has there been a 
great rock'n'roll soundtrack since Wood- 
stock? Those were the days.
— Stuart Coupe
PLASTIC BERTRAND 
J'te Fais Un Plan 
(RCA)
Plastic's second album and after listening to 
side one it was tempting to say, 'well it was 
funny once but only once. Correction, the 
second side contains three classics beginning 
with a version of Bob Crewe's Walk Like A 
Man, then Cliche, a pounding rock'n'roll 
track, and concluding with Tout Petit La 
Planete which seems to go for hours — it's 
disco based, hypnotic and features a 
feverishly impassioned guitar solo. The 
Whole track is captivating and humorous at 
the same time. But jeez. Plastic, a 27-minute 
album for eight bucks is a ripoff — especially 
when there's only a few monumental 
moments. Tsk Tsk Tsk.
S.C.
CREEDENCE CLEARWATER REVIVAL 
1968, 1969 and 1970 (3 double albums) 
Fantasy)
These three double albums are re-releases 
(at budget prices) of the first six Creedence 
albums. EXiring the late sixties and early 
seventies Creedence were easily the best and 
more economically successful of American 
bands, putting out consistently good albums 
and a string of hit singles. Everything's here 
like Down On The Corner, Lodi, Up Around 
The Bend, Who'll Stop The Rain, Lookin' Out 
My Back Door, etc etc. The high spot of a 
desolate period in American rock'n'roll. One 
complaint is that the albums could and should 
have included extensive cover notes — this
anything to 'em.
KAREN CHARYL
Sing To Me Mama — Sweet Melody 
(Ibach Records thru M7)
For starters the cover is masturbation 
fodder. Darling Karen posing like a clothed 
Playboy centrefold which is designed to 
. detract from 'musical' considerations. She's a 
disco singer whose art at best sounds like a 
cross between Abba and Boney M, which 
ain't half bad but at her worst she's dull, 
predictable and impossible to distinguish 
from trillions of other female disco singers. 
Not the worst disco based record arounfi at 
the moment but far from the best. Fairly 
dispensible. S C
HEARTBREAKERS 
Live At Mox's Kansas City 
(Beggars Banquet) (Import)
OK, WEA, come clean. You've got the rights 
to release Johnny Thunders' monumental So 
Alone and you ain't. Why not? And are you 
going to release this 'cause it's yours as well? 
And when's someone going to release the 
Heartbreakers' L.A.N^F.? This is culled from 
Heartbreakers reunion/farewell gigs at Max's 
last year. Fantastic live feel. Rough as guts 
but rocks like no New York band since the 
Dolls has. Mostly tracks from Heartbreakers 
album but much better sound quality and 
more energy. Chinese Rocks, Get Off The 
Phone, One Track Mind, etc etc. All bona 
fide urban street kid classics. If there's any 
justice this'll be in your local record bar real 
soon. S.C .
GENE D'ANIELE
The Singer And The Song
(7 records)
This guy sounds like a castrated Billy 
Joel/Elton John. He pounds the piano and 
sings. He's Australian. Your parents will like 
it and it worries me when record companies 
start sending me this dross with an ac­
companying note saying they think I might 
like it. What happened to my reputation? 
Anyway I hate it — so will you. Gene 
D'aniele's been in the army for eighteen 
months. Believe me, it shows.
S.C.
DR. FEELGOOD 
As It Happens 
United Artists
^Feelgood's seventh album and second live 
outing. Mostly stuff from fromi-Viva/e Practice 
plus others. Recorded at Pavilion Hemel 
Hempstead and Crols Rayleigh in Essex it's 
got a lot more power and excitement than 
Stupidity. Includes Feelgood classics like 
Every Kind Of Vice, Ninety-Nine A nd A Half 
[ Won't Do], hdilk A nd A lcohol and As Long  
As The Price Is Right. Given the eastern 
states tour by the Feelgoods this is the perfect 
souvenir to what have been some pretty hot 
shows from England's prime R&B exponents. 
A must for fans and a good introduction to 
what is essentially a live band g ^
GRANATI BROS.
G-Force 
(EMI)
G-Force is bright, bubbly, mundane and 
all-American. It has absolutely nothing to say 
although it could (I imagine, I didn't try it) be 
quite good to dance to. It would be just right 
for a mindless middle of the road afternoon 
with friends over for flagons. It would serve as 
a perfect substitute for Lou Reed's Tran­
sformer which various segments of the 
community still pull off their record shelves 
when they feel like dancing.
The lyrical heights of the record were 
reached with "Nothing I could do to keep you 
satisfied/I wanted to hold you/But my hands 
were tied" and the depths with one whole 
song repeating the single phrase "You looked 
so good". 7U1 this in a style veering from 
reggae to the Beatles. The cover's quite cute 
with five people upside down in a carpark 
and the pictures of the five Granati Brothers 
from New York on the back. Perhaps they've 
got connections with the mafia and that's how 
they got their recording contract, the bodies 
of their competitors set firmly in the concrete 
beneath their feet. A couple of songs are 
quite fun but if you're an extremist don't 
bother buying this record.
—- John Stapleton
MARTIN MULL
Perfect
(Elektra)
Some great comic once remarked that 
comedy records are supposed to be funny — 
this isn't. Steve Martin is.
Ya Reckon? — ED.)
S.C.
ROCKETS
Rockets
(RSO)
■ The best exponents of this type of Southern 
boogie rock'n'roll died in a plane crash 
and/or gave up the ghost and married Cher. 
More junk for musical morons. Why settle for 
millionth best when you can have the best. I 
wouldn't waste money on this.
S.C.
JON ENGLISH 
English History 
(Mercury)
Now for something interesting. Jon is a 
serious musician, whose reason for existance 
is to entertain. He has an excellent voice and 
has very talented musicians backing him. He 
has something to say. This album has twenty 
songs on it covering his varied career. It's 
very important that you come to terms with 
serious artists like this. 'When's Mothers Day 
next?'. And those eyes! A better value double 
album I haven't seen in years. You'd do well 
to pick this up at your first opportunity. If you 
don't get it soon it'll have gone 'Gold' and you 
know that being common was last years thing.
S.C.
BJERRE 
Hard Times 
(Phillips)
What is this? OK, Tamam Shud were one of 
the best Australian surf bands, but Christ, 
what's dear ole Lindsay doing now? It was 
bad enough watching him as a phoney 
Frenchman a few years ago, but now he's 
trying to be a serious rock'n'roller with 
meaningfuly lyrics. And people .tell me 
there's a vinyl shortage. Lindsay, do yourself 
a favour — go and take another trip, listen to 
those old albums and don't waste your time 
and ours — there's not that much of it you 
know?????? Surely you've got something else 
to do???PI£AS£’
-  S.C.
THE UNDERTONES 
The Undertones 
(Sire)
Listen kids,, this sorta stuff was passe years 
ago. Three chords played fast over chanted 
lyrics is just a pain in the eardrum. 'Jimmy 
Jimmy' is a passable single, but really there 
are so many people playing this kinda stuff. 
As they say, being energetic, enthusiastic 
and wanting to say something is no longer 
good enough — you've got to have something 
to say. Undertones, come back and make 
another record when you have. There's only 
one Ramones ya know. And you have the 
audacity to ask, 'What else can you do if the 
kids don't like it'. Answer — Give Up!
JOHN MAYALL 
Bottom L in e '
(DJM)
No one needs to be told Mayall's importance 
in/the British Blues development. To say he 
was the most crucial and important figure is 
no exaggeration. This funky, wimpy sub­
stanceless noise is a travesty of the man's 
genius. It's sad to think he probably make 
more money from this junk. You'll do well not 
to touch it.
-  S.C.
JOHN STEWART
Bombs Away Dream Babies
(RSO)
John Stewart used to be pretty good. In gase 
you did'nt know he v/rote 'Daydream 
Believer', which the Monkees recorded, and 
he made some great solo albums — 
'California Bloodlines', 'Willard' and 'The 
Lonesome Picker Rides Again', which 
featured excellent country sounding songs 
and tasteful picking. Since then it's been a 
continual slide downwards and he's now 
below the floorboards. Why bother making 
records like this? ^
S.C.
R O A D R U N N R
■t)
P. Dorrian
K H
V -fj'
. ' - t -1; ,fe r«r-i
M ichael G raf
Well, here they are, dear readers. 
Australia's prize Blockheads. Take a good 
look. Revolting, aren't they? We had a hard 
time choosing a winner cos all the photos 
were revolting —  but the one that in­
spired the most nausta among the judging 
panel was the one of Mr. A. Blockhead, who 
comes from Glebe, N.S.W.
As some small compensatiort for being the 
ugliest geezer in the country, Mr. A. (un­
fortunate name, too) will receive a complete 
collection of Stiff albums (Costello's My Aim 
Is True, Ian Dury's New Boots and Do It 
Yoursell, Lene Lovich's Stateless , The 
Rumou'r Frogs.. . ,  Mickey Jupp's Ju ppan ese, 
Jona Lewie's On The Other Hand There's A 
Fist and Rachel Sweet's Fool Around  (phew!) 
PLUS an Ian Dury Songbook, badge and 
poster, courtesy of Festival Records.
The twenty runners-up, who will each 
receive a copy of Ian Dury's Do It Yoursell 
(the uncensored one with the naughty words 
left in) and an Ian Dury Songbook, are:
Vic Zbar, of 63 Turner St., Abbotsford, Vic. 
David Hulme, 67 Banks Rd., Earlwood, 
N.S.W.
Michael Graf, 6 Victoria Ave., Glen Vic. 
Waverley, Vic.
S.Poswillo, 8 Horn Court, Walkervile, S.A.
Jonathon Krause, 3/641 Malvern Rd., 
Toorak, Vic.
Nancy Retard, 82 Tusmore Ave., Tusmore, 
S.A.
Peter Dorrian, 1 Ronald Ave., Harbord 
N.S.W.'
John Lawrence, 13 Green Pt. Rd., Oyster 
Bay, N.S.W.
Malcolm Quince, 64 Marine Drive, Oatley, 
N.S.W.
Matthew Flint, 23 Avery Ave, Kirrawee, 
N.S.W.
John Wilson, 16 Burrell Cres., Baulkham 
Hills, N.S.W.
Rodney Williams, 608 Rathdowne St, Nth. 
Carlton, Vic.
P.Battersby, 11 Melville St., Sth Plympton, 
S.A.
Zelda Snipe, 35 Miller St., Unley, S.A. 
Barbra Drawer, 68 Ward St., Nth. Adelaide, 
S.A.
Serb Rastas, 11 Cairns St., Norwood, S.A. 
Angus McDonald, 85 Charles St., Northcote,
Helen Brockwell, 80 Frederick St., Unley, 
S.A.
P. Small, 107 Buckingharn St., Richmond, 
Vic.
John Lariboo, c/- Camelot Shop, 9 Moun- 
taingate Shops, Fe'rntree Gully, Vic.
And also, more winners, this time of the XTC 
competition. The guestion was: What town in 
England do the boys com e Irom? We ac­
cepted both Penhill and Swindon as the 
correct answer and the first ten correct 
entries came from:
Mark Randall, 11 Station Ave., Ashwood, 
Vic.
Ms. J. Scnapper, 1/8 Aubins Ave., Caulfield, 
Vic.
Chris Cashel, 4 Folkstone Rd., S. Brighton,. 
S.A.
Kevin Hammond, 4/455 Princes Hwy., Noble 
Pk., Vic.
Barry Smith, 26 Eyre Ave., Whyalla Norrie, 
S.A.
Erederick Smith, 25 Chenhall St., Woonona, 
N.S.W.
Peter Adams, 5 Union St., Dulwich, S.A.
ss
David Williams, 818 High St., Epping, Vic. 
S.R. Elavell, 5 Want PL, Latham, A.C.T. 
Benny Agius, 141 Cumberland Rd., 
Greystanes, N.S.W.
These lucky people will each receive copies 
of XTC's White Music and Go 2 . '
Eor this month's competition we have two 
complete sets of Dr. Feelgood albums to give 
away.
You lot have had a couple of pretty easy 
competitions so we'll make this one a little 
harder.
Answer these guestions:
1. Who was the Feelgoods original guitarist 
and what was the name of the band he formed 
after leaving the Feelgoods?
2. Who was the ex-Feelgoods road manager 
who formed Stiff Records and later Radar 
Records?
3. Name one other band who came from 
Southend, the home of the Feelgoods.
That should send you scurrying for your 
rock encyclopedias. TUiswers to Feelgoods 
Competition, ROADRUNNER, Box 90, 
Eastwood, S.A. 5063.
—  B L O N D IE  —
Blondie mirror badge — $1.50 
BlondieT-Shirt — $7.00 (inc. post) S /  M /C  
Sex Pistols mirror badge — $1.50 
Stranglers mirror badge — $1.50 
"If it ain’t Stiff it ain’t worth a Fuck”
T-Shirt— $8.00 (inc.post) S /  M /C
— SKYLAB —
(simulated) Skylab wreckage — $10.00 
(includes post) & free study papers by 
Sid Storman — veryfunnylM 
POST: 20c for 1 badge; 5c for any additional 
one.
POST: 20c for 1 badge; 5c for any additional 
one.
ANDREW DAVEY
P.O. Box 264, Clarence Gardens, S.A. 5039
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INDEPENDENT RECORDS 
Are you ready to come wading with me 
through the stacks of wax to look again at 
those platters that matter — the independent 
records? A couple of important an­
nouncements though before we start.
Firstly,' a special thanks to 3RRR-FM in 
Melbourne for playing lots of independent 
records. The current 3RRR Top 40 includes 
records by Whirlywirld, Peter Lillie, Two 
Way Garden, the Dugites, the Dots and 
Pressure Drop. I'd be interested to know if the 
other 'decent' Australian stations (SUV, 2XX, 
2JJ, 4ZZZ. etc.) are giving the independents a 
spin.
Secondly, any band releasing their own 
record should get in touch with Jeremy 
Fiebiger (P.O. Box 212, Elsternwick, 3185, 
Vic.). Jeremy is setting up an extensive 
record distribution system and is keen to 
handle independent records.
Right, now lets get down to business and 
what better way to start than with the en­
couraging saga of the the Last Words? They 
are one of Australia's first punk bands and 
back in 1977 they released their own single. 
Animal W orld/W ondering Why, on their own 
label. Remand. Last year they signed Wizard 
who releasedAnima? World (different version 
again) with a new flip side. Every School 
Boy's Dream, on blue vinyl. Nothing hap­
pened to the single and the band's two 
founding members, Malcolm and Andy, 
popped off to England. I'd presumed that the 
Last Words had breathed their last until I 
discovered recently that London's great 
Rough Trade Records have re-re-released 
Amimal World. TTie scattered reports I've had 
indicate that it's doing very well, receiving 
good press and getting airplay on John Peel's 
influential radio show. Isn't that a heart­
warming story? If you see a copy of the Last 
Words single on Remand or Wizard grab a 
copy because they are sure to be sought after 
items very soon.
And now the bad news. The Thought 
Criminals were supposed to have had their EP 
out by now but all copies were sent by mistake 
to Terminal Twist in Adelaide (both the Crims 
and the Twisties has their records pressed by, 
guess who?, E.M.I.). Anyway the records 
were promptly returned to E.M.I. in Sydney. 
The reason anyone outside Sydney hasn't 
seen it is that it sold out of its first pressing in a 
week! The band is having more pressed and 
those should filter through to the rest of the 
country this month.
The Eric Gradman, Man & M achine 12" 
Maxi-single which was also due to be out 
last month (or, maybe, the month before) is 
out now and on sale. Honest!
Sydney singer/songwriter James Griffin
released a solo EP quite a while ago. This 
month he released a 7" booklet of his lyrics 
titled Waiting For Something To H appen . 
James has also recorded a number of new 
songs for possible future release.
The Noel Coward of the 80's, Johnny Topper 
(yes, another ex-Pelaco Bros, etc) recorded a 
single this month with Steve Cummings 
twiddling the knobs (he'll probably try and 
call' it 'producing'). The A side is an old 
Pelaco's number, Frankie's Goat, written by 
Topper and Peter Lillie. The flip will be a 
reworking of the Cole Porter toon These 
Foolish Things. It will be released on All Girl 
Records (something).
The Tony Rome Band from Adelaide have 
recorded a three-track maxi which will be 
released before the Pope's birthday. As the 
signor on guitar, Doug, also runs Umbrella 
Music you can be sure to get a copy there, 
even if everyone else refuses to stock it!
• If you are in the mood for a dose of cosmic 
culture Cybotron will have a new album out 
soon and an EP too.
Ron Rude's album. The Borders o f D isgrace, 
is being pressed and is set for release in late 
August.
Still no sign of the NEWS maxi. Give it 
another month.
Clinton Small's EP on Au-go-go Records will 
be out in late August with a 3D cover. Au-go-
go's third release, the Little Murders EP, will 
be out in early September.
And here, painstakingly compiled at great 
expense to the management, is the list of 
Australian record shops which stock in­
dependent records.
Brisbane — Rocking Horse 
Canberra — Impact 
Hobart — Discurio 
Townsville — Wavelength 
Ballarat — Oregon 
Perth — Dada, 78's
Sydney — Anthem, Larrikin,- Phanto, 
Record Plant
Adelaide — Record Factory, Umbrella, 
Verandah
Melbourne — Climax, Genesis, Larrikin  ̂
Mighty Music Machine, Missing Link, One 
Stop,Pipe, Readings (3 shops), Rising Fast, 
Subterranean
If I've left any out let me know and I'll 
mention them next month.
I don't review independent records (well, 
not really) so if you are releasing a record 
and you want it reviewed below along with 
- the latest Roxy Music and Abba offerings then 
send a copy to ROADRUNNER. I can still be 
contacted at the same old address — P.O. 
Box 318, Hawthorn, 3122, Vic. — if you've 
got any information pertinent to this column. 
Bye.
— Bruce Milne.
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The singles this month are reviewed by the 
singles panel which consisted of Terry 
McDonald, Bruce Milne and myself, Donald 
Robertson, although Bruce really didn't have 
a lot to say about most of them so it's mainly 
Terry and me to blame.
Single of the month is undoubtedly the LENE 
LOVICH 12" S ay W h en /O n e L on ely  
H eart/Big Bird. As with Lucky Number the 
wizards at Stiff have remixed a great album 
track and come up with a great sounding 
single. Yes, even if you have the wonderful 
Stateless, in fact ESPECITkLLY if you have the 
wonderful StoteJess, then this one is for you. 
Lene hasmever been in better voice as she 
lays down the law — / call the shots/I say 
when. Of the two new tracks featured on the 
flip. One Lonely Heart sounds like Hungarian 
restaurant movie music and Big Bird  is Lene's 
'Egyptian Reggae' with electronics. The 
whole package is weird and wonderful and 
utterly charming.
Another weird ’ and wonderful offering 
comes from Sydney's MOPSIE BEANS. 
Mopsie is a solo female performer who comes 
across as a hybrid; of Scotland's mad 
monotone monologist, Ivor Cutler, and Dory 
Previn. On her four track e.p. on the Local 
Label she sings and accompanies herself with 
various keyboards and manages to create an 
eerie and captivating atmosphere. If you 
manage to track down a copy of this have a 
listen to the first track, Billy B oy . Then buy it.
More girls! The B-GIRLS in fact, all the way
from Californ-eye-A. They have a single out 
on Bomp Records called Fun On The Beach  
which is pretty self-explanitory. As with just 
about all Bomp singles the whole thing just 
drips with pop sensibility (i.e. Rasp- 
berries/Groovies) and will have you tapping 
your foot and nodding your head before you 
can say 'Eric Carmen'.
And to round off a great month for the 
female sex comes Stiff's latest lady KIRSTY 
McOOLL, who makes Rachel Sweet sound 
like . . . Rachel Sweet! Actually, as well as 
sharing a label, Kirsty and Rachel also have 
the same producer, Liam Sternberg, and 
Liam and Kirst have gone for that 60's/Sandie 
Shaw sound that was found a little wanting 
with Rachel. If Liam wants to be the Spector 
of the eighties then he's certainly on the right 
track here.
Well after those four pulsating platters 
listening to TUBEWAY ARMY'S morbid, 
droning. A re Friends Electric (the single that 
caused Keith Shadwick to move to Wales 
when it hit No. 1 in the U.K. recently) is a real 
downer. Things must be pretty bad in the old 
country if people are listening to this. About 
the only thing worth doing while listening to 
this is playing S pace Invaders which as any 
electronic gamer will tell you in an expensive 
business. And about the only time you should 
listen to SHAM 69'sHurry Up Harry is at 5.30 
on a Friday afternoon when its chorus 'We're 
all going down the pub' will strike a 
responsive chord in all boozers. But I imagine 
even the most ardent of drinkers will find the 
jokes wearing thin after a few weeks. Let's 
hope that the Swankers (Jimmy Pursey and 
ex-Pissedols, Cook and Jones) will come up 
with something better than this.
C.K. what's happening on the local front JC 
JC ZEP AND THE FALCCNS have released 
their follow up to the excellent-but-got- 
nowhere So Young. It's called Hit and Bun 
and if their is any justice in this world it 
should provide them with their first hit single. 
Its catchy, cute and commercial, anyone with 
ears should already be humming it. TWC 
WAY GARDEN, one of Melbourne's more 
adventurous and original bands will have 
broken up by the time you read this and it's 
unfortunate that the only reminder they will 
leave the world is a rather shoddily produced 
E.P. titled Overnight. There are great gaps in 
the sound but they are not positioned to 
enable the different elements to spark against 
one another and the whole thing sounds like 
one of those awful rock operas (i.e. Joseph
and the Technicolour Dream Coat) — wordy 
and flat. The man who produced the E.P., 
Eric Gradman, has a 12" maxi-single out, 
also on Missing Link (actually to be precise it 
is Gradman's group MAN AND MACHINE 
who have the record out) and again, sadly, it 
does not showcase the band to best effect. The 
fact that the two live tracks on the B side come 
up better than the A {Crime Of Passion] 
points out yet again the glaring lack of top 
quality producers in this country. Except of 
course for Cameron Allen whose production 
quality on MENTAL AS ANYTHING'S The 
Nips Are Getting Bigger is world class. The 
song will be familiar to those lucky enough to 
snaffle a copy of the Mental As Anything 
Plays At Your Party E.P., but for those who 
haven't got that this is a worthy purchase. 
Some radio stations are not playing it because 
a) the name of the band is offensive and/or b) 
because the song is about drinking alcohol. 
What about The Pub With No B eer  you radio 
people? Why don't you ban that too?
From the more commercial side of the 
Australian fence, JEFF ST. JCHN has 
resurrected the old Ctis Redding classic. 
Sitting On The Dock Of The Bay  and while it's 
not a bad version I don't think that anyone 
could top the original. PLATINUM DEAL, 
who hail from Melbourne have come up with 
a sugary, inane clearasil special with Three 
Way Deal (already polluting the nation's 
airwaves) which will probably be a hit with 
the under 15's. THE DUGITES, from Perth 
have a single out called Hit Single, on their 
own label, but I think their thinking is a bit 
wishful. If anything it reminds me of Dave 
Warner musically but Warner is much better 
with words. And before we leave home grown 
product a word on LA FEMME'S single / 
Wanna Be Your M an/Chelsea. Girls. It's 
dreadful, but Keith Glass, of Missing Link, 
expects it to go triple platinum before the 
month is out. / Wanna B e Your Man must be a 
contender for the worst cover version this 
year. If the band keep racking up Countdown 
appearances at the rate they've been doing 
then La Femme could be the next LRB. You 
think I'm joking?
The HALF SEX PISTOLS' newie. Silly 
Thing, doesn't say very much (not that you 
can make out the lyrics anyway) but it does 
say it with power and vim so it is worth at 
least a listen, but the best . punk/new 
wave/rock'n'roll single iri this month's pile is 
STIFF LITTLE FINGERS' Gotta Getaway, an 
English import on the Rough Trade label. 
Power chords (a la early Who) throbbing bass
and comprehensive English production make 
this one stand out. Another interesting import 
is SCARS, Horrorshow  on the Fast label 
(home of the Mekons and the Gang of Four) 
which is a song about Clockwork Orange and 
is constructed and performed with' 
imagination, and quirkiness. Tolchock this 
one my malchicks if thine glassies should 
happen to viddy it.
What are the Yanks doing this month? Well 
there are a couple of excellent Bomp singles 
that could be gracing your local discerning 
record outlet at the moment. THE SHOES' 
Tomorrow Night, is everything that Young 
Modern were trying to be — superb pure 
pop. And THE ROMANTICS Tell It To C arrie , 
is just as good. Just about every Bomp record 
sounds like it was recorded on another planet 
where everything is RIGHT. Even ex-Dead 
Boy STIV BATORS sounds good on his first 
solo outing on Bomp, Last Year. Bomp must 
force all their artistes to undergo a three week 
course of listening to pop classics before they 
let them near a studio. Whatever they do, it 
certainly works.
THE CARS, representing the acceptable 
face of American corporate rock come up 
with another good driving song (ha) with Let's 
Go. It's clever and modern and should pick 
■ up airplay. And from the man who launched 
a million guitar players BOB DYLAN, comes 
alive orchestrated version of Love Minus 
Zero: No Limit which retains enough of its 
original spirit to render it pleasant. But the 
big new explosion on the American scene 
brothers and sisters is THE KNACK, with My 
Sharona which sounds as if the band have 
been hanging out at the Bomp offices. Yup, 
American corporate rock have finally 
discovered powerpop. Do I see the Rollers 
making a come back? Yes I do! OOH 
GOODY.
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